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eAs a beverage... INVIGORATING! 


For soups, stews, gravies... 
FLAVOURFUL! 


As a general cooking aid... 
INDISPENSABLE! 


BECAUSE ..IT SUPPLIES THAT 
ENGLISH BEEF FLAVOUR! 






OF INTEREST TO WOMEN — We are repeating, for a limited time 
only, the offer of a British-made, 13’ aluminum cooking spoon for the return 
of only 30 Oxo Cube Red Wrappers. OXO Limited, St. Peter Street, Montreal 











ii wy, f 
4 A; 


THE GOLDEN WEST—from the painting by Thos. W. Mitchell, A.R.C.A., O.S.A, 
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fas popular on the Prairies 


as if is around Parliament Hill 


ne all the qualities of a motor car that 
go to make an owner satisfied—and you 
name the very things that make Chevrolet 
“queen of values” in every section of the 
country. 


It’s smooth and economical. Chevrolet has 
six cylinders. And if you’ve ever driven a 
car with less, you know what a difference 
cylinders make. With less than six you sac- 
rifice Chevrolet’s built-in smoothness. Cor- 
respondingly, more than six cylinders means 
a sacrifice of Chevrolet’s famous economy. 


Chevrolet is a smart car, with its spark- 
ling colors and handsome Fisher coachwork. 


CHEVROLET 


Six 


PRODUCED IN CANADA 


PER Tee ee 


Comfortable, because of its long, 109-inch 
wheelbase, spacious bodies and freedom from 
vibration. Easier than ever to drive—because 
of that thrilling combination, Syncro-Mesh 
shifting and Free Wheeling. And it’s a 
dependable car—proved by millions of 
owners. Especially after 10,000 miles you'll 
be glad you chose a Chevrolet Six. 

These advantages are recommendation 
enough for any careful buyer. And con- 
sidering that you can enjoy them all for such 
a low purchase price — with convenient 
monthly payments — do you honestly think 
it’s wise, or economical, to keep that old car 
any longer? 
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A LITTLE GIRL’S LETTER 


TO SANTA CLAUS 





Some husbands will spend more this Christmas than others. 
But in this one thing the richest husband in the world can’t out- 
do any husband. It is The Hoover. This Christmas, no matter what 
you plan to give your wife, why not give her the extra surprise 


of a Hoover, too? ... You can do so for as little as $4.50 down! 


IT BEATS...AS IT SWEEPS...AS IT CLEANS...ON A CUSHION OF AIR 






CIVE HER A 


HOOVER 


AND YOU 







CIVE HER THE BEST 


& 
DOWN PAYMENT AS LOW AS 


150 
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NOTHER December issue so soon, must 
be quite as astonishing to you as to me. For 
the months must surely whirl by as quickly 

when you are actually at work being a modern 
chatelaine, as when you are gathering material to 
interest them. To me, looking back it seems an 
appallingly sswift succession of Valentine party 
ideas, spring salads, summer beverages, Hallowe’en 
candies—and then, hey presto, Christmas again, and 
jolly old Mrs. Santa helping Himself into a big coat, for 
his far journey into the hearts of grown-ups and children 
everywhere! 

Chatelaine comes, this month, with the warmest of 
Christmas greetings and the best of good wishes for a 
bright New Year. It’s a particularly nice month, since 
it brings with it the feeling that, as a magazine, we are 
going into thousands and thousands of new homes in 
every part of the world, to bring a monthly greeting of 
good cheer from one friend to another. It’s a thrilling 
business being a Christmas gift—particularly when, after 
you have done your best to make a good impression on 
first coming off the tree, you’ve got month after month 
ahead to improve your friendliness! 

We've all been feeling as Christmassy as possible, 
considering that this issue was prepared in early autumn 
—and have tried to meet your direct needs and interests. 
The cover is particularly nice, don’t you think? Painted 
by the young Canadian artist, Jack Keay, who is a 
regular contributor to your magazine every month, this 
painting brings a charming picture with its soft-voiced 
young mother telling the age-old Christmas story to the 
wide-eyed youngster in front of a crackling Christmas 

Of prime importance, of course are gifts and cooking. 
I think you'll find the Institute articles very much to the 
point. One tells of the variations on a Christmas menu 
to be played by those who have much—little—or less, to 
spend on the Christmas feast— 
lots of sound sense in that article! 
The page on Christmas candies 
made the editorial mouth water in 
anticipation—such luscious new 
combinations of flavors and fruits 
and nuts; such delightful gift ideas 
that dainty fingers can prepare! 
And remember that these recipes 
can’t go wrong, if you follow 
directions carefully. For they 
have all been carefully tested in 
the sunny kitchens of the 
Chatelaine Institute. If by any 
chance you find any difficulty with 
them a note to the Institute will 
bring instant help. 

Hosts of gift ideas that are out 
of the ordinary have been 
patiently gathered by editorial 
writers who determined to find 
suggestions that were practical, 
new, and moderately priced. Thus 
the page from the successful kitchens of the Institute, as 
gift ideas to other successful kitchens—the “gadget” 
gifts. Ask any chatelaine who is watching the relentlessly- 








budgetted pennies of her housekeeping money, as to 
whether or not she would like one or more of the clever 
little inventions that can make cooking such a luxury 
and you will realize how many popular gifts can be 
chosen for the average home-maker’s workshop. 

The Chatelaine Handicraft studio has another page of 
gift ideas; but it’s a sad thing for us after seeing the 
charm and grace of these gifts as they are when Marie 
Le Cerf shows them to us—to see the way they look in a 
photograph! But those of you who know the studio’s 
insistence on fine materials, and exquisite color com- 
binations, will have to draw on your imaginations. You 
won't be disappointed—and it is a comfort, don’t you 
think, to have gifts that are half-prepared, and that 
only need the final sewing to make them ready for the 
Christmas ribbons and the gift cards? 

Page after page brings more gift ideas. Annabelle Lee, 
knowing that every woman likes the flattery of fine 
toiletries has gathered the gift ideas from Chatelaine 
advertisers. All these preparations are old friends of 
Chatelaine readers, and it’s interesting to see the possi- 
bilities that are presented when they are grouped together 
by Miss Lee for your inspection. Throughout the 
magazine you will find page after page of gift ideas 
sponsored by your magazine as worthy of the giving. 


HERE’S the glamor of the Christmas shopping 

crowds as a background for the poignant love story 
of young people in these difficult times, in Evelyn 
Murray Campbell’s story ‘“The Tree That Lived Again.” 
There’s the sparkle of Christmas snows in the thrilling 
“Red Rocket,” by Donald Fair Morgan, which I can 
particularly recommend. I have always watched movie 
shots of the big bob runs with my heart in my mouth 
who can have the courage to take them at that dizzying 
speed? Mr. Morgan, who spends a great deal of time at 
the Canadian and American winter resorts has a graphic 
impression to give you of what it really feels like. The 
issue is rounded out with the noted English writer, 
Ruby M. Ayres, and her unusual story ‘“‘By the Hands,” 
to set one thinking. Is she right in her feeling? The 
story should make interesting discussion. 

Anne Elizabeth Wilson brings a children’s story that 
every one will love—and with it a new Chatelaine artist, 
Kay Bell. I know you will love the illustration of the 
sleeping Santa Claus and the merry Christmas tree 
ornaments. 

There’s plenty more for the exploring; but only room 
here for the beautiful old greeting-—A Merry Christmas 
and a Bright New Year! 


Buds fps Sudo 
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“CONTAINS NO 


ALUM.” Thisstate- 
ment on every tin 
is your guarantee 
that Magic Baking 
Powder is free from 
alum or any harm- 
ful ingredient. 
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Mage —— Made in Canada 


what some of 
these experts say... 


MISS ANN ADAM, Cookery Authority of 
the Canadian Home Journal—“Experi- 
ence has taught me that I can count on 
successful results with Magic every time.” 


MISS LILLIAN LOUGHTON, Dietitian 
and Cookery Expert of the Canadian 
Magazine—“ My own baking recipes are 
created for Magic and I recommend it for 
all recipes calling for baking powder.” 


MISS GERTRUDE DUTTON, Conductor 
of the Better Cookery Section in the 
Western Home Monthly—“I know from 
experience that Magic’s uniform leavening 
quality gives dependable baking results.” 


MISS ETHEL CHAPMAN, Editor of the 
Home Section in the Ontario Farmer— 
“My advice to all housewives, both skilled 
and inexperienced, is: Use Magic Baking 
Powder. Then there is no uncertainty 
about your baking.” 


MADAME R. LACROIX, Assistant Direc- 
tor of the Provincial School of Domestic 
Science, Montreal—“‘Its high leavening 
power is always uniform. You get the 
same perfect results every time you use it.” 


MISS M. McFARLANE, Dietitian of St. 
Michael’s Hospital, Toronto—‘“‘I use and 
recommend Magic because I know it is 
pure, and free from harmful ingredients.” 


MISS JESSIE MARIE DE BOTH, Director 
of the famous De Both Home Makers’ 
Schools—“‘My experience with Magic 
Baking Powder has been _ particularly 
happy. I find that it never varies—that 
it is consistently reliable.” 


MISS ALICE MOIR, Dietitian of one of 
Montreal’s finest apartment hotel restau- 


rants—“I always use and recommend 
Magic Baking Powder because it com- 
bines eficiency and economy to the high- 
est degree.” 


MRS. JEANNE McKENZIE, of Toronto, 
winner of three first prizes at the 1931 
Canadian National Exhibition—“I make 
all my cakes with Magic. If I didn’t, lam 
quite sure I never would have won so 
many prizes. In fact, I wouldn’t think of 
using any other baking powder.” 


WALNUT CAKE-—A delicious, rich-flavored cake that keeps well —if you lock the cake box! 


erts of Canada 





Look for the recipe on page 8 of the Magic Cook Book 


HE experience of Canadian house- 
wives, when they bake at home, 
bears out what these experts say. Daily 
in home kitchens Magic is proving its 
superior baking qualities—making 
cakes and biscuits unusually tender and 
fluffy, fine-grained, delicately flavored. 
And—best of all—Magic is always 
uniform. You can depend on getting 
the same fine results every time. 

When you bake at home, use Magic 
—the baking powder that outsells all 
others combined. You'll soon discover 
that it lifts the fatigue of baking to a 
happy glow of satisfaction. 

And be sure to take advantage of the 
many tempting recipes in the Magic 
Cook Book. Mail coupon for free copy. 


Fraser A 








FREE... 
the famous 


nt Magic Cook Book 


PARAS 


COOK BOOK 


BEL TTT PUSS hall 





ANDS LIMITED 


Toronto, 


R 


rty Street, 
aia 
of the Magi¢ Coc 


Ontario 


k Book 


c-12 





sTANDARD B 


venue and Libe 





copy 
Please send me free COPY 







5 














Gary Cooper and Helen Hayes in an emotional 
scene from ‘‘A Farewell to Arms.” 


Sit (i. 


MOovIiES 


News and views, reviews and previews 
9 . . . 
of what $s going on 1n the movie 


world these days 


BY ELIZABETH HOPE 


I WENT to see “The Big Broadcast,’’ without much 
enthusiasm; but I came away feeling that Paramount has 
made a picture that cannot help but be a success. It is 
very entertaining and something quite out of the ordinary. 

Even those who detest crooners will enjoy the picture— 
for with a new technique, Hollywood seems to be developing 
lately, the film pokes a great deal of fun at these play-boys 
of the air. So that those of you who want to lead campaigns 
against them, and who might stay away from “The Big 
Broadcast” on hearing that Bing Crosby is the hero—can 
come quite happily, for 
Crosby, like Charlie 
Chaplin, does not get the 
girl, And those of you 
who listen with rapture 
to him on the radio can 
be quite comfortable, 
too, for you will prob- 
ably feel that she wasn’t 
worthy of him anyway. 

A sentimental little 
story has been threaded 
through the “acts” of 
the big names, and many 
of them are incorporated 
in its development. 
There is a swift sense of 
motion: of the newest in 
jazz and syncopation 
that is very exhilarating. 
And it is great fun to see 
the personalities behind 
the well-known voices 
that come daily into the 
four walls of the great 
majority of homes. 
Somehow this picture, 
with the radio stars set 
against the background 
of a big studio, makes 





Lily Damita in a pensive attitude 
and a new shawl dress, as she 
appears in her new picture. 


Below—a dramatic scene from 
** Kongo,”” starring the Canadian 
actor, Walter Huston, with Lupe 
Velez and Virginia Bruce. 
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Charles Laughton, one of the 

important new character actors on 

the screen, with Verree Teasdale 

in the dramatic ‘*Payment 

Deferred,”” from the successful 
stage play. 


Below—“Trouble in Paradise” 
brings together Herbert Marshall, 
the popular English actor, Miriam 
Hopkins and Kay Francis, in a 
sophisticated comedy. 









them seem far more real than they do as seen in the occasional 
small “shots” that are shown on movie programmes. There is 
all the excitement and suspense one imagines behind the scenes. 
Some of it is utterly ridiculous; but it’s all good entertainment 

I liked particularly the little bit from the Boswell Sisters, as 
three telephone girls who have just heard an important bit of 
gossip at the switchboard. It is this type of music, combining 
amusing narrative ideas with the development of the plot that 
help to make the Gilbert and Sullivan music so delightful—and 
why can’t it be done more in the movies? They present an 
excellent medium for it, as one can catch every word, and every 
shade of expression. Kate Smith herself is there—and her 
personality is as strong in the cinema as it is on the radio—an 
astonishing person! Allen and Burns are there, also Cab Galloway 
and his orchestra in a particularly zestful number; Vincent 
Lopez, Arthur Tracy and many others {Continued on page 44} 
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background for a poignant love story that will lind 


by EVELYN MURRAY CAMPBELL 


= were bringing in the Christmas tree, making a 


pleasant confusion of porters in blue denim and smart 
bellboys in elegant little uniforms of dark red and silver to 
match the appointments of the hotel lounge, overlooked by a 
dignified sub-manager whose eagle eve saw everything that 
was wrong. The tree was placed as usual in the space before 
the elevators where people entering the turnstile doors would 
come face to face with it, and departing guests would receive 
aholiday farewell. 

At the cashier's window men and women were elbowing 
each other, flinging down keys, demanding and paying bills, 
staggering under luggage and packages. Every one was on 
the go, rushing from one place to another. There was a word 
in the air; it seemed to cling there shining. “Home!” “I am 
going home!” Christmas at home! 

But when the tree was brought in, every one stopped to 
look, and faces lightened and eyes were a little dim, for to 
see the tree about to rise to its majestic height gave them 
all a certain feeling, a tightening of the heart as when one 
beholds the rebirth of something precious but long for- 
gotten 

The tree came in like a dead man, feet first. 
green box with heavy supvorts was waiting for it. A strong 
box would be needed, for he had been a great man that 
tree! 

Helpers were needed, too, and they lifted side by side, 
half buried, strangling their laughter in the thick pungent 
branches that fought to be free of their wrapping twine. The 
manager gave orders, and the clerks leaned over the barrier 
and watched eagerly and some departing guests lingered, 
unwilling to miss the spectacle of resurrection 

\nd then at last the dark green pillar rose, so tall that the 
tip was lost in the high dome of the lobby. Ropes were cut 
and very slowly the heavy branches bent down and reached 
lar out, and there was a gracious presence in that hurry 
place. 

The porters whipped fir twigs through their fingers and 
pulledbr anches this way and that as if to improve the way 
the tree had grown. Onk yokers measured the tree with trees 
they had known at other Christmases. They said that this 


A strong 





an echo in the lives of many vounNng couples this year 





A Magaiine for Canadian Women 


THE TREE THAT 43 
LIVED AGAIN 


Crowded city streets and a busy hotel lounge make a 


{ <a 


was a splendid tree, none better. They said that there would 
be no handsomer tree in the city than this. When the 
decorations were on, it would rank with the great free trees 
that bloomed out of doors, flowers of Christmas Eve. The 
manager looked at the bill of lading and stifled any qualms 
he might have had, for it was the holiday season—a time 
for generosity. The magnificent tree was a gesture of 
affluence when every one was pinching pennies and it spoke 
well for the hotel that sponsored it. Even his compressed 
heart expanded before those reaching arms, and he ordered 
the helpers to get on with the work. 

And now the red and silver bellboys brought step ladders 
and boxes and boxes of brilliant balls and tinsel and began to 
climb into the very heart of the tree. They shouted cheerils 
to one another and pulled the branches down, and their 
silver buttons gleamed like winking eyes from the dark 
depths of the fir. One brought an axe and began to chop at 
the fronds that drooped to the marble floor, and when this 
was cleared away, crystal-coated paper was banked around 
the box and supports and the tree seemed to be standing in 
a glittering snowbank. 

And now it was a tree that claimed to have robbed the 
heaven of its stars. A tree that gleamed with a film of silver 
lace veiling its mysteries, and on its topmost branch that 
had known the flaming sunsets and blue dawns of another 
world, there was a silver angel with trembling wings 

Ihe ladders were taken away and the bellboys marched 
gravely to their posts; the manager approved and more 
guests coming from the elevators smiled as they passed. 
There was an air of pleasant completion to the work, and 
soon every one had gone about their affairs and the tree was 
left alone. For with all the people in that busy place, it was 
a lonely tree because it bore no gifts of any kind except a 
tinsel glitter to win the passing eve. 


HE sharp bruised smell of the fir greeted Luke Darrow 
when he came into the hotel, and the tree in its glittering 
dress dazzled his eyes for a moment. In the press of other 
thoughts he had forgotten Christmas, although the con- 
sciousness had been at the back of his mind all along because 







She had chosen io watk 

through the Christmas 

crowds, for now that the 

lime was at hand, she was 
shy of seetne Luke. 


[llustrated by Carl Shreve 
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Holi day Feastin g: 
this famous ham 
etter NOW tM | 


Swift's Premium, smoked 


an improved way—in ovens 


One of the new, improved Premium Hams done 
golden-brown, bedecked on a platter. What a dish 
that will be for your holiday feasting! A magnificent 
sight on the family table. And new goodness in every 
bite of it! 

For Premium is smoked a better way—in ovens! 

Ovenized, this famous ham has richer flavor from end 
to end. A superb blending of the flavor from the 
unique Premium cure and the flavor from hardwood 
smoke. 

It has new tenderness all the way through. Finer color 
—warmly brown outside, delicately pink within. 

And it is firmer, saving you loss in cooking. The 
improved method of smoking, the Ovenizing, makes 
Swift’s Premium more economical. 

Surely you will want this Ovenized goodness in the 
hams you serve during the holidays. You'll be cer- 
tain of it if you get Swift’s Premium. But you can 
get it in no other brand. Remember that when you buy. 


Swift Canadian Co., Limited 
Purveyors of Fine Foods 
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A FESTIVE WAY TO FIX IT. Bake a Premium Ham, basting with sugar syrup 


flavored with orange juice and grated peel. Serve garnished with pineapple stuck 
with Maraschino Cherries, Bartlett Pears, tinted green, and preserved kumquats. 


JA present that s sure to be welcome, that ° true to the traditions of thoughtful (Christmas giving, 
NS is a wholec wif 8 Promsision Ham. CM dealer has Promise Hams—the improved Ovenized 
S # kind—in gay holiday parchment. Se will be glad lo send them to anv addresses on vour list. 


a) SWIFT’S PREMIUM HAM 


ALL SWIFT'S PREMIU ACON IS OVENIZED, TOO 7 
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ER TRAIN was more than an hour late, but that is 

the way of Christmas trains. The poor engines struggled 
and fought to be on schedule, but when there was snow or 
bad weather or Christmas one must make allowances for 
trains. 

Olive came into a city on parade. Street lamps hung like 
jewelled chalices through the veil of snow that had come to 
cover the raw black edges of the earlier rain. She saw a 
Christmas at its maddest; when the last bit of shopping 
must be done; when friends are remembered with remorse 
after they seemed to be finished and forgotten. 

Olive felt young and eager with happiness because she 
was to see Luke again and because she had won him over. 
She could have rejoiced over a ring with a blue stone or a 
party dress with little pink ruffles. Oh, happiness! For this 
was to be the loveliest Christmas. It had to pay for so much 
that she wanted to forget. 

She was slim, dark, quick-moving. She was used to 
crowds and pushing people with mountains of parcels did 
not trouble her. She went her way through the station 
where glimpses of turkey legs sticking up through brown 
paper wrapping and foolish tin trains under overcoated 
arms made her want to laugh and jump about for no reason 
at all, though you would not have guessed this from her 
calm, bright face above the collar of her fur jacket. How 
she loved every bit of it, the lights, the strange music of 
crowds! 

She walked through a street of little shops where poor 
people were buying for their children. She had chosen to 
walk, for now that the time was at hand she was shy of 
seeing Luke, as if the year might have taken away from the 
dear familiarity of him. Now that they were so near she 
wanted to savor their love by holding it off a little. 





She had never meant that it should be so long. Luke had 
let her go so willingly when her mother's last illness called 
her home. She had not suspected that she had left him to 
bear his trouble and failure alone. He had kept it all away 
from her, and the grim money-lack had made it seem reason- 
able that with no home to return to, she should stay on 
with her father. She had no feeling of desertion or that she 
had not done her part. Failure was an ugly word in the air. 
People were not ashamed of being poor; they made jokes 
about it. Her friends gave depression dinners and wore last 
year’s dresses, and nothing was really serious or different. 

Except for missing Luke and their home, nothing was 
changed in her life and it was sometimes hard to believe that 
there would be no home, no Luke, if she went back. It was 
only when their life together began to seem like a dream that 
she was frightened. It must not be like that. She must find 
a way, and so she wrote to him that he must give up trying 
to find a foothold in business and come to live with her 
people until the world righted itself. 

She thought of him with indulgent pity—his frantic efforts 
to stem the tide of disaster. She heard men at dinner tables 
saying, “Wait. It will soon be over.’’ And Luke’s attempts 
to re-establish himself became futile and foolish in her eyes. 
Some of these men had met failure too, but they were wait- 
ing, sure that everything would right itself presently. But 
now all that was over. Luke would come home with her; 
they would be together. 

The soft snow touched her cheeks into points of flame. 
The crowds filled her with delight, and far ahead she saw the 
lighted dome of the hotel where they were to meet. It was 
wonderful to be going to him through streets bursting with 
color and Christmas doings, as if all the world rejoiced 
with them. 
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She turned away from the politely indifferent clerk and 
came face to face with the tree. It was so beautiful that for 
a moment she forgot the stunning disappointment of the 
casual ‘“‘We have no Mr. Darrow, moddom.”’ 


HE tree wore its glittering robes with dignity and pride. 

From all its dark fingers tinsel sprayed in intricate webs 
that veiled the dark depths of its heart. Blue and gold and 
scarlet lights dripped from every limb and the quivering 
angel on the topmost branch held aloft a tiny flame. 

‘“Beautiful,"’ thought Olive, but in a moment she had 
forgotten like all the rest 

She had to face the fact that Luke had not come and she 
had been prepared for anything but that. All her happiness 
was scattered to the winds before the emptiness of the hotel 
lounge where people were filled with their own concerns, 
rushing away to taxis that would scatter them to places 
remembered once a year. 

In the same way, her ordered plan was scattered and she 
was left adrift and pointless, for without Luke her vision 
came to nothing. She had not realized until this moment 
how she had missed him and built upon his strength to 
make her happy again. 

But this was panic. Luke would be sure to come a little 
later. His train was late as hers had been. To reassure her- 
self with a look at the time table, she opened her flat bag 
and instantly knew that she had lost her money. 

With the unerring instinct that follows catastrophe, she 
remembered dropping the little bill-fold into the loose side 
pocket without fastening the snap. She recalled—with 
anger now—the crowds that jostled her in the street. Some- 
where along the way from the station the money had slipped 
away. No use to go back; she would never find it now. 

“Idiot!” she said to that slyly recurring panic. ‘Nothing 
to worry about. I can wire father, and Luke will be here 
presently.” 

There was a little silver in a corner under her compact 
two dimes and a quarter; and the discovery gave her a 
feeling of relief out of all proportion to its importance. 
There was enough to send a telegram, but she shrank from 
that. She could not let them know at home that she was not 
safe with Luke or that he had failed her. 

She could not stay in the lounge either. Its warmth and 
the heavy odor of greens stifled her. People in evening dress 
under heavy furs and coats were coming in through the 
revolving doors held open for them by the splendid red and 
silver doorman who exchanged Christmas greetings with 
nearly every one so that it was like old friends meeting. 
There was a party on in one of the great ballrooms upstairs, 
and when the guests passed the tree they looked up and 
smiled. 

She walked along in the thinning crowd, for the increasing 
snow was sending people home. It was a wet snow, and all 
the bright windows were in clinging white frames like 
pictures hung against the dark wall of night. She walked 
slowly, for the eagerness had gone out of her and she was 
tired and depressed. It was so strange to be alone, to belong 
nowhere, to have no foothold in a whole city. She did not 
feel like Olive Darrow at all. She was some one fearful with 
strange timidity among these strangers who looked above 
and beyond her to the vision of their own hearts. 

Her skirts clung heavily and were soon damp and sodden 
so that she grew very tired. In a corner by a baker’s window, 
she stopped beside a woman who had rested her bundles on 
the window ledge while she looked deeply at the meringued 
pies, the mountains of sugared doughnuts, the cakes and 
bread of every kind that filled the window. 

Olive looked, too. She was hungry, and food had never 
looked like this before. It would be nice to go inside and 
buy and buy 

The woman beside her sighed. She was a small woman in 
a shabby coat that did not quite conceal what she would 
have wished it to. Her profile was delicate and sweet but so 
weary that it was like a cry. And her hands, clutching a 
string bag, were too small and frail for burdens. Her blue 
eves were closing as Olive looked. 

“You mustn’t—you mustn’t—” Olive was shaking her 
gently. ‘Lean on me. I’m very strong. And give me those 
things.”’ 

The blue eyes opened again, and you knew that a woman 
with eyes like that would not faint in the street or give up. 

“I’m all right now. How kind you are! I walked too far.”’ 

“But you can’t go on alone.”” All at once they were in an 
empty street before the baker’s window. The eddying 
crowd had left them there as it vanished in the whirling 
shroud of snow. Olive heard herself saying, ‘‘Let me take 
you home.” 


HE street car let them out in a district of little houses so 
small, so humble under the tremendous black sky that 
their lights were like fireflies winking. They went along a 
narrow snow-banked walk to the door of a house that opened 
for them, and there was a little girl of ten and behind her a 
little room with twigs of cedar and red paper cut-outs over 
everything, and even a spindling tree in a corner lifting 
brave barren branches. 
“Mother!” cried the little girl in a hushed voice, and the 
woman was in a chair and her coat was off and her overshoes, 
too, and her cold hands being [Continued on page 35} 
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Olive had set that time for their meeting. Only Christmas 
in itself had not been important except as a date when both 
had been free for the appointment. But now the tre 
reminded him that there was still a world that made holiday. 


“Why, hello, there,”’ he said in the secret way you greet a 
friend in a throng of strangers, silent, understanding, with- 
out the need of closer touch. 

The warmth and rich comfort of the lounge made him 
realize that he was cold and tired after the long ride in a 
day-coach. His clothes looked shabby and unpressed under 
the soft, brilliant lights. His shoes needed shining and his 
last pair of gloves had been dropped somewhere. None of 
these things had mattered until he had entered the hotel, 
but now he remembered how shocked Olive would be if she 
saw him like this. 

He had wanted her so badly, longed so desperately to see 
her again after their long separation; but now he felt a sharp 
annoyance that she should have named this hotel for their 
meeting. It was like Olive to choose the most expensive, the 
best. She would never be content with less. 

With this thought came hesitation and he half turned to 
the door, unwilling to face the cold, appraising eyes behind 
the desk. But the impulse passed as it came, for the Christ- 
mas tree, filling the place with its rich, spicy odors, made 
everything friendly again. It drew him into the circle of 
people who asked and answered questions and some one 
told him... 

“T’m afraid not, Mrs.—er—what was the name?” 

“Mrs. Luke Darrow.” 

“No, she has not arrived; no one of that name.’’ Hope- 
fully, ““We have a Mrs. Teckford, of Vancouver? No? 
Sorry.” 

He had not expected to find her waiting; she had always 
been late, hurrying to him from her numberless little engage- 
ments, with little panting breaths and apologies for people 
and things that had kept her from him. But this was 
different. She might have tried, this once, to be first. 

He knew all her little ways so well. There would be a 
dozen imperative calls upon her at the last moment. She 
was one of those persons whose telephone was always 
ringing. Her own busy, familiar world was around her even 
in her father’s house; she had never left it, not when its walls 
crashed and fell in ruin around her. 

Olive! He allowed himself the rare luxury of remembering 
her as she had been before trouble and pain came between 
them. There had been so much play in their lives, so many 
holidays, that one had overlapped another. To begin with, 
there had been their honeymoon, like no other that had 
ever been. 

Weeks when there had been no other face or voice but 
one another’s. Weeks together in a cabin hidden under tall 
spruce and fir, where they played their game of being 
pioneers. They had gathered wood and made fires and 
learned to bake bread. When he cooked trout on a stick 
with strips of bacon wrapped around the tender meat, she 
had stood over him breathless, head craned forward like a 
small hungry bird. It was delightful to feed her, to know 
that she depended upon him so utterly. They both forgot 
that this was all pretense and play; that on the outskirts of 
their paradise the world waited to be summoned at a 
moment’s notice. 

Once she had said to him with the shyness cf a strange 
thought. “There is nothing to confuse you here. You can 
think things out. You know what you want.” 

What did Olive want? “You,” she answered. “Love. I 
have wanted you—love—all my life. And now I have found 
you.” 

Yet a moment afterward she was looking at him with 
sheer amazement in her big eyes. 

“Stay here? Stay in these woods all our lives?” 

He had actually been in earnest about it. The vision had 
been fantastic, breath-taking, as visions are. It was summer 
then, but he could see the lake as a frozen mirror of blue 
glass and hear his axe ringing in the woods and feel the 
fathomless black night closing around them with blazing 
fires within their four walls. 

“Let us stay here,” he said. 

But the moment passed with the frightened look in her 
eyes. He never told her of the rest of his vision; of sunsets 
that would set the world afire, of flaming dawns, of hours 
when life grew close to the heart and there would be only 
the two of them, a man and his mate. Or of sparkling days 
when the forest played on its marble floor or of the snows 
when birds would come to them for relief. 

Olive had three weeks of it and she thought that she knew 
everything. 

“We wouldn’t get our letters,” she cried, and the vision 
was gone. 


, 


PEOPLE were full of amazing conceits. They cut down 

a great tree springing with life, and dragged it indoors 
and set it upright, plastered with tinsel and hung with 
imitation stars, and were proud that they had made what 
they called “‘beauty.” 

But he knew that reality would have sent them shivering 
to fires and barred doors. They would have been afraid of 
the night where the tree lived. A fir loaded with plumy snow 
and canopied with cold bright stars in a dark blue sky would 
not have been beautiful to them. 





He was in the street again. It had hurt 
ow to stand there looking at the 
a uered tree It made him feel Sorry 
| alone as if he had seen a friend in jail. 
\ fine sleety rain was falling and the 
pavements were covered with a film of ice. 
He stood under the hooded doorway 
shivering in the sharp frozen air, for his 
overcoat was more than shabby; it was 
worn thin. The doorman looked at him 
and said cheerfully, ‘A fine tree we've got 
this year And when there was no 
reply, “It makes it seem a little better, 
anyways, sir.” 


Darrow went on, mingling with the side- x \ \ 
walk crowds. The hotel tree seemed to a 
follow him, for the smell of it was in the a. \ 
air, piercing the exhaust of motors, the ' Re 
steamy potpourri that escaped from shops, cal 


as customers opened and shut doors. But 
through all this penetrated the Christmas 
smell from sap of hurt broken branches and 
from holly wreaths spilling from crates, 
putting out little piteous green fingers from 
crevices of lath and wire as if reaching for 
help in this strange world. 

The loneliness of the crowd shut him in. 
Faces came to him out of the pale gloom 
faintly appealing for the happiness they 
sought among these boxes and _ bales. 
Children and grown-ups and young people, 
all crowded together intent upon happi- 
ness, and here and there on the edge of 
things some one lingering wistfully, 
belonging nowhere. 


Her letter said: 


“We will meet and talk this over, 
not as lovers but as friends. We 
cannot go on as we have this last year, 
for separation and failure and despair 
are destroying all that we had. Don’t 
you see, Luke? You have been running 
away from yourself, hiding from your 
failure, refusing to look it in the face 
because you are proud and failure has 
made you ashamed. 

There is a way. Come home with me. 
My father has offered us a home so 
long as we need it. We can live in his 
house—together until something 
happens, until this bad dream is over. 
Others are doing that—waiting. Ours 
is not the only ruin these dreadful 
years have brought. We need not 
miss the things we have always had— 
comfort, friends, and presently, with- 
out knowing how, we would be back in 
our old world and this would be for- 
gotten. If it is a question of money, my father will give 
us an allowance until you find something worth while. 
Do not let a pitiful reason like that come between us.” 


the tree. 


brave and 


Her letter lay in his pocket beside Grainger’s and its 
import had struck him at once with helplessness. There was 
conviction in it and a flair of justice which could not be 
denied. He had come to yield, to give up the fight and do as 
she asked, for he could not go on without her. 

Perhaps he had been running away from failure, for 
sickening of the sight of men who clung to the shadow of 
what had once been substance. Olive would never know 
what the year of their separation had been like. He had 
been hungry; his clothes were threadbare. For the first 
time it came to him that she might be ashamed when they 
met. She might even shrink from this poor stranger. 

Her people had lost money, too, but they knew nothing 
about such poverty as his. Her father would not believe 
that a man could be swept away, the ground cut from 
beneath his feet in a single day, although this catastrophe 
was repeated everywhere. His faint, cavilling voice would 
say, “Lack of judgment, Luke. A young man should know 
his ground before he steps . . . ”” He would have to listen to 
that continually, living rent free in the house, waiting for 
that something to happen—-for the bad dream to pass. 

He turned away from a window filled with rings and pins 
and small precious objects glittering under a white light. 
He could not buy her a present this year, but next year 
if it turned out well . . . Queer, how a man’s feet tell how 
he feels inside! His shuffled along in their wet, thin shoes. 
He was lying to himself, and he knew it. 

The frozen rain was turning to snow and the immense 
facade of the hotel loomed before him again. He could go in 
and warm himself until she came, but it took courage for 
that. The warmth and good fellowship and the invitation 
of the great tree did not belong to such as he. There was a 
spot of brightness on a side street where a lunch wagon was 
drawn to the curb. The steam from the coffee urn made a 
little plume through the falling snow, and the proprietor 





She did not know that his coat 
was shabby as she sat resting her 
cheek against it in the shadow of 
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She only knew she had 


not expected him to look like this 


self-reliant and young, 


with no giving up in his eyes. 


wore a bright red face above his white coat. He was a huge 
man stuffed into his wagon like one of his own sausages, but 
his smile made him beautiful as he peered out at his cus- 
tomer. 

There was green in all the windows of the wagon, and 
Luke peered in through a frame of cedar twigs and asked for 
coffee and a sandwich. 

“All you can drink, sir, and for nothing.”” The big man 
pointed to a sign under a sprig of holly that said, “Free 
coffee tonite,” and while he filled a big china cup he added, 
“It ain’t much, sir, but sometimes a person don’t need more 
than a little heartenin’."’. He put a plump sandwich on a 
plate and watched happily while his lone customer ate. 

“There’s many a one in the bread line tonight that’s had 
their own home an’ fireside,” said the lunch-wagon man, 
“an’ I might've been one of them if I'd a set down and 
fretted over what I’ve been.” He wiped an oilcloth that did 
not need wiping and watched the coffee cup. “You wouldn't 
guess it to see me now, sir, but I owned a big restaurant 
once—The Regent. It’s gone out of business now, but not 
me. No, sir-ree.” He grinned up at the closed front of a 
building whose windows bore a faint outline of the name he 
had just spoken. “I’m right here on the curb feeding plenty 
of the people who used to spend money with me—and that’s 
why...” He glanced at the free coffee sign. “I never 
quit. If I couldn't carry on one way I took another. A tree 
can’t grow without roots.’’ With infinite delicacy he 
enquired, “‘What was your business, sir, if I might ask?”’ 

Luke Darrow’s face twitched into a smile. ‘‘Fruit shipper,” 
he said, as if the lunch-wagon man was a friend and equal. 
“But it’s been pretty hard on us the last year or two.” 

“That's right,” the other agreed cheerfully. ‘‘Good night, 
sir. Better times. Thank you, sir.” 

And then from all over the city, through the thickening 
snow the bells came clanging dully. 

“Lissen,”’ said the lunch-wagon man, “‘ain’t that pretty? 
Christmas bells. Well, I might as well close up and go home. 
Everybody has some place to go tonight. As I say, if you've 
got roots you can grow.” 
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timekeeper in the judges’ box at the finish-line. ‘‘What was 
my time?” 

Bill Burleson tried hard not to smile when Dexter came 
back to them with a frown creasing his forehead. ‘They 
didn’t get our time,’’ Dexter said, ‘‘but I think’’—his voice 
was almost a whisper —‘‘we clipped off a second that time.” 

“This is Bill,’ Sybil said, smiling. ‘Bill Burleson. Of 
course you remember him.” 

“Pleased,” he returned, as though he had never seen Bill 
Burleson before. <A caterpillar crawled past them on the 
upward climb, and he shouted something which Bill could 
not understand. Bill followed them when they ran after 
the trailer, swinging up on its side. He settled down into a 
place on the bobsled opposite the pair, confused and unsatis- 
fied. 

At each major curve they passed stands, decked with gay 
buntings and overhung with flags and great sunshields of 
white cloth to protect the drivers’ eves from the glare. The 
course had eighteen curves, of which two were hairpin and 
one a treacherous ‘‘figure S”” where the best of racing teams 
sometimes came to grief. 

The noise of the tractor-engine was a ceaseless din. Bill 
couldn't talk to them without shrieking, but all the way up 
to the starting tower he observed Dexter Blaine closely, and 
the result was not displeasing. This man who had somehow 
got a claim on Sybil Monday had a captivating smile and a 
thoroughly disarming manner. 

Dexter’s new bobsled had a long sleek body like a racing 
automobile, painted powder blue and orange. It carried a 
conical hood and sharp runners of glistening steel, and 
resembled nothing more closely than the fantastic rockets 
fashioned for the journey to Mars. 

At a signal from the starter Dexter conducted Sybil to the 
stream-lined juggernaut, and she broke a bottle over the 
hood, crying out with gay laughter. They pushed the bob 
into line, and two young men sat down in the passenger 
seats. “Come on, Burleson,’’ Dexter cried. ‘Try out my 
bob Northern Star. Take the brake. I want to show you 
some of its tricks.” 

For a moment Bill Burleson hesitated, questioning Svbil's 
eyes. This invitation was probably what Dexter had shouted 
to him at the foot of the run. But he eyed Dexter coolly 
now. “Let me drive. I’ve just got my pilot’s license,”’ he 
said. “‘A new driver. A new bobsled. It’s a sporting propo- 
sition.” 

It was a challenge, cool and deliberate. 

Blaine regarded him with surprise, then he frowned. 
“You have your license to drive?” 

But Sybil caught Dexter’s eves, and his determination 
wavered before her plea. “I’ve never seen Bill pilot a bob- 
sled.”’ she said. ‘‘Let him take the wheel. I want to go down 
on the tractor bus and watch his face when he takes Zig Zag. 
Bill Burleson! Remember, no ugly grimaces,”” she con- 
cluded. 

Blaine shrugged his shoulders a little, bewildered by this 
manoeuvre. Sybil wanted this blonde boy to drive. ‘Just 
as you say, Sybil. It’s yours,” he said, smiling now. “I 
built it for you.” 

His words struck Bill Burleson with a meaning which 
could not escape him, even as he took the wheel. 

As the tractor bus returned down the mountain with its 
passengers, the control towers at each major curve emitted 
a ceaseless monotone for the spectators on the rim. 
“Burleson driving Northern Star they're at the tape 

Blaine at the brake they're ready to start 
they’re off.” 

Svbil caught the announcer’s final words as she climbed 
down from the trailer at the coiled serpent of the course, 
Zig Zag. It was a “figure S.”” As she clung to the railing 
looking down along the walls of glare-ice, she had a sudden 
sensation of fear. Not even a fly could cling to a perpen- 
dicular ice sheet like that. Seventy miles an hour! But the 
voice from the amplifier was calm and reassuring 

“Approaching Shady Corner the team is bobbing 

they're going into Shady calling for brakes 
zoom! he’s in he’s out!” 

Bells jangled «!=rms, and far up the mountain she saw the 
bob taking a minor curve high up close to the rim for a 


With a roar the bob 
careened from a high- 
banked curve ‘ 
seventy miles an hour! 
If he could set his 
teeth and quell the 
gnawing fear which 
had got him now . 

A cry lore his throat 
but it never escaped 
his lips—it was all 
over but the final 

corner, 


breathless pitch into the level track again. 
Leaning forward and back like the crew in a 
racing shell, the team bobbed in rhythmic 
uiison. The orange and blue rocket swooped 
down the runway now toward the curves 
which lay glistening in the sun at her feet. 

Going into this iced ravine Bill glanced 
un swiftly from his wheel and saw the 
spectators lined up awaiting him; he thrilled 
to the chance encounter with Sybil Monday. 
As he passed the yellow disc warning him 
that the curve was just beyond, Sybil 
Monday waved, and with a blind and 
childish impulse he lifted a hand from the 
wheel to take the curve late. There followed 
the exclamation of the crowd, breathlessly 
moved, as the bob swerved through the 
curves. the steel runners sliding crazily this 
time for an added thrill. 

Three men who stood at the rail put 
their heads together, and one of them said 
curtly: “Revoke voung Burleson’s license. 
He can't do that monkey stuff on this 


course. He'll be lucky to come out of Zag 
safely. He took Zig too late.” 
But the words were cut short in his 


mouth, as the sound of a dull impact against 
the ice was swept to them through the 
ravine where the bob had passed from sight. 
4 woman cried out shrilly, sensing the 
result, and the words of the announcer came 
in clipped staccato tones like a pronounce- / 
ment of doom from the ether. 7 
“Burleson crashed coming out of Zag . 
men hurt get some shovels and snow 
down there quickly to repair the ice.”’ 


YBIL stood at the rail, her eves closed, 
her fingers tightly clenched. but then 
suddenly she darted through a crowd and reached the 


superintendent's side. She looked up at him with frantic 
appeal. * she begged. “‘whatever happened down 
there, don’t take away Bill’s license. It was my fault. I 
waved.” 

The man looked at her curiously, and a faint smile passed 
over his lips. He walked away without response and took 
the road which led to the foot of the course. Sybil followed 
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after him, almost running to equal his stride, until they met 
Bill Burleson coming up the path to them, his helmet in a 
hand. He was bleeding from a cut on his cheek where the 
mask had been torn away 

“Dexter Blaine wrenched a knee,”’ he said, and then faced 
the girl squarely. ‘‘They’ve got him in the ambulance. 
He’s all right.’ 

The uncertainty and the fear and [Continued on page 32} 
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Bill Burleson tilted 
his head, taking a 
long look at her. . . 
“Woman, when didI 
ask you to marry me 
last?”’ he said, hold- 
ing her outstretched 
hands. 


EF... the winding mountain road the bob run 
resembled one jagged streak of lightning against the side of 
a purple peak. The flags of many nations lined the approach 
to. the glass-enclosed clubhouse where Sybil Monday got 
out of the car and climbed the stairs to a bridge which looked 
down upon the glare-ice track. She glanced up the mountain 
expectantly as a voice boomed from the amplifier above 
their heads. ‘Burleson driving Satan . approaching 


Zig Zag . . . the team is bobbing . . . they’re going into 
Zig .. . they’re out!. . . going into Zag . . . they’re skid- 


ding on the curve close to the rim, but they’re out!” 

She was standing at the foot of the run where the bobs 
rush out of the iced ravine at express train speed, when 
Satan emerged with a roar and a geyser of snow which 
spewed up behind as the brakes were applied. The four 
members of the team loaded the bobsled on the waiting 
tractor for the haul up the mountain again. 

Bill Burleson turned and swept away the heathenish 
mask, a red-leather helmet designed to protect the face in a 
crash, and saw Sybil standing in the snow. He grinned 
broadly, and slid down the slope on his heels to her side. 
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“Hello!” he cried. Then he tilted his blonde head, taking a 
long look at her from the ski suit of bright scarlet to the 
brown eyes and pert-cushioned mouth. “Woman, when did 
I ask you to marry me last?’’ he said, holding her out- 
stretched hands. 

“Lucerne-in-Quebec,”” she answered precisely, “a year 
ago.” 

“So long? Sybil, we’re growing old.”” They broke into 
gay laughter while the noise of the tractor engine drowned 
out their speech. He took her arm, and they walked down 
toward the clubhouse. “I’ve got my license to drive that 
little red wagon,”’ he said, fumbling in a pocket with his 
padded gauntlets and producing a yellow slip. ‘I can take 
lives in my hands with official sanction now.”’ 

Observing ‘the faint smile with which she greeted his 
assertion, he added: “I’m not being trivial. I still report 
fashions for the store. I had to run up here to learn what 
kind of ski clothes the Marquise d’Espinay is wearing. If 
she has on a bell-hop suit at the first ski gymkhana, I'll make 
a little sketch of her, take it down to the store, and a lot of 
women will wear hell-hop suits all winter.”” But suddenly 
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We promise you a new thrill 
in this story — for after you 
have read it you will know 
what it feels like to make one 
of the dangerous bob runs, where 


men play with death each second 


he sighed. “I have to go on to Murray Bay tomorrow 

night. It’s a dog’s life I live, moving away from you all 

the time.” 

“I’m sorry,” said Sybil, and her face was slightly 
clouded. ‘‘I had hoped to see you. I was on the point of 
inviting you to join my house party.” 

“Oh!” He frowned, absurdly grave. ‘‘Woman, hasn't 
this flying courtship gone far enough? Why won't you 
marry me, and help my bags?” 

They stood at the railing and watched a bobsled shoot 
down the level straightaway and dive into the final 
curve high up close to the rim. The blue, dazzling comet 
swerved through a level arc on the glare-ice and came out 
of the run, sending up showers of ice sparks into their 
faces on the rail. It was Dexter Blaine’s bob. Sybil 
paused to wave at Dexter as he got off his bobsleigh, then 
skilfully she patted Bill’s hand under the pretense of 
holding to the rail. “‘Do you love me awfully, Bill?” 

“I want to know why you won't, this time?” 

Vaguely she smiled, sympathetic and sorry for him 
“You're hopelessly naive, Bill, but you parade it,’’ she 
said. “It’s almost a professional charm. People love you, 
but they want to slap your hands and say: ‘Get some 
ambition!’ ’’ She lifted her hands helplessly. ‘‘You’ve no 
scheme in which to place yourself. You can’t be young 
and charming all your life. Why don’t you decide on 
something definite and go after it? Your father said to 
you: ‘Look here, Bill, I need somebody to hold down my 
desk while I play golf.’ You laughed at him: ‘I haven't 
got your avoirdupois, dad. I take after the lines of my 
mother.’ Can’t you see for yourself? Oh, if you could just 
be serious for once!”’ 

“T love you,”’ he said. 

“T don’t believe you, Bill Burleson. I don’t believe you 

can make me believe you.” 

He sighed wearily and she was provoked to laughter by 
the forlorn look he gave her. She glanced at her watch and 
said hastily: “I’ve an engagement for tea with Dexter 

3laine. Remember his spill in a bobsleigh two years ago at 
St. Moritz? It’s classic, along with Lord Douglas’s plunge 
off the Matterhorn.” 


AGUELY he smiled, sensing the void which lay between 

them now. “Then you want a man like Dexter Blaine is 
aman,” he said. “If he’s not flying over the Pacific Ocean 
he’s racing these little red wagons in Switzerland and 
Germany. In America now.” 

She laughed, but said in low, even tones: ‘Dexter takes 
his sports seriously, doesn’t he? He goes after the cups. He 
won the Grand National at St. Moritz last year. He’s just 
built a new bobsleigh -an imported Swiss engineer. I've 
come out to christen it for him today.” 

Dexter Blaine came up to them with an air of preoccu- 
pation. ““H’lo,” he said, with a lift of his gloved hand, then 
passed them by without comment. He called down to the 
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Sometimes she wondered 
what he would have said had 
she told him that the first 
time she and Lyn Paget 
looked at one another she 
knew the answer to life. 

Afterward he had told her 
that it had been the same 
with him, though for months 
they had just been ordinary 
friends, until suddenly-—Her 
fingers trembled a little as 
they held the packet of letters 
from which the elastic band 
had perished away. 

Such a little thing had 
forced the spoken word 
between them. She had been 
coming down the stairs, ready 
to go to a theatre with him. 
Andrew loathed theatres. If 
by any chance he did go to 
one, he invariably went out 
or fell asleep. But he had 
not minded her going with 
Lyn; had encouraged it, in 
fact. He always encouraged 
anything that helped to get 

him his own way. She 
remembered so well. A 


—_—s rug had slipped 


beneath her feet on the 
polished floor and she 
would have fallen if 
Lyn had not caught 
her round the waist. 
She had looked up at 
him, laughing a little 
nervously and apol- 
ogetically, and he had bent and kis- 
sed her. 

And afterward, driving away in 
the car, he had told her that he 
loved her. 

“But of course you knew,” he 
said simply. 

“Tee 

He took her hand and held it to 
his lips. 

“What are we going to do about 
it?’’ he asked with whimsical tender- 
ness, and she had answered: 

“What can we do?” 

And they hadn't done anything 
Life had just gone on getting more 
difficult until one day he had told 
her that he was going back to India. 

She had felt the color ebbing fri ym 


her cheeks as she stared at him, 
stammering: 
“But it isn’t time I mean 


your leave 

“I know, but I can’t stand it.” 
He had avoided her eves as he went 
on. “It’s no use my staying. It 
isn’t as if I had only myself to think 
about.” 

That was before she 
seen Agnes, the wife who had chosen 
to go to America to visit her people 
rather than come to England with 
him. 

There had been child, too 
which made things harder, for Lyn 
had been fond of his boy 
back to his 


had ever 


work in 


So he went 
India and a great silence and empti 
ness seemed to settle down on 


Millicent’s life 

He wrote to her occasior 
sometimes ordinary 
letters which meant not] 
times unhappy outbursts of longing 
And so two years slipped away until 
quite suddenly the little boy died 


When Andrew heard, he said it was a good thing. 

“Children always turn out to be a disappointment,”’ he 
said. 

And then Lyn's wife came home. 

It hadn’t broken her heart to lose a child. She gave 
Millicent a long description of his illness and death and 
ended up by saying that perhaps it was all for the best, 
seeing that he would always have been delicate. 

“It must have been a great grief to his father,’”’ Millicent 
forced herself to say, and Agnes shrugged her slim shoulders. 

“Oh, I don’t know. Lyn’s the sort of man who always 
wants the thing he loses or can’t get.” 

It was after Agnes went back that Lyn wrote and asked 
her to leave Andrew and go away with him. 

“Life is so short,” so he wrote. ‘And I want you so 
much.” 

The letter came at a time when Andrew had been more 
difficult than usual, and when Millicent was tired and 
dispirited and the world seemed well lost for love. 

She had meant to go. She had even begun to make her 
plans, when Andrew fell ill. 

She had never known him ill before; he was always so 
strong and full of vitality, but he got a chill playing golf in 
the rain and a bitter east wind, and when the doctor told 
Millicent that he had developed pneumonia and was in 
serious danger, she had one moment of bitter revolt. 

It almost seemed as if he had done it purposely, or as if 
Fate were playing her yet another trick and snatching 
away the happiness that was so close at hand. 

And Andrew nearly died. For days and nights she fought 
for his life as if he had been her best beloved, until at last 
the danger was past. 

And she remembered thinking as she sat beside him in 
the darkened room, ‘‘Now perhaps I can go—perhaps he 
will let me go.” But in her heart she knew it could never be. 

“Why not? Why not?” she challenged herself fiercely. 
“I’ve done my duty. It’s my turn to have a little happiness. 
I will go.” 

And then, as if in answer to her unspoken thoughts, 
Andrew stirred a little and moved a hand toward her. 

“Millicent.” 

She came to herself with a start and bent over him. 

“Do you want anything?” 

“Only —I was afraid you were not there.”’ 

There was a wistful sort of helplessness in his voice that 
brought the sudden tears to her eyes, and as she could not 
speak he said again: 

“You must be tired out . I’m sorry . . to have 
been such a nuisance.’’ And then, when still she did not 
answer he went on with a sort of shamed apology. 

“’Fraid I haven’t been as kind as I might have been; 
selfish devil you've spoilt me.” 

“T only want you to get well,” was all she had been able 
to trust herself to say. 

He laughed weakly. ‘I'll get well all right . and 
then we'll start all over again, eh? Where'd you like to go? 
Have a sort of second honeymoon, shall we?” 

She had tried to answer him as he expected she would, 
but with every word she felt that she was forging another 
link in the chain that bound her to him. 

And then he had asked her to kiss him. 

It was that night, after Andrew was asleep that she had 
written to Lyn and told him that everything between them 
must end. 

“T can’t leave Andrew. 
Andrew.” 

In a way it had been a relief to krrow she had decided 
once and for all. She believed that Andrew meant what he 
said, and that when he was well again life would be different. 

She might have known that what he had said to her was 
only a sort of death-bed repentance, for when he was up 
about again life slipped back into its old rut and 


I love you, but I can’t leave 


ana 
nothing was changed 
And now Lyn was on his way home, and he was free. 
She opened his last letter to her and read the ending. 
Now and always here and beyond,’ I shall love you.” 
But he had written that five vears ago. and life changes 
and love changes, and she was no longer so very young. 
With sudden curiosity she turned and locked at herself 
n the glass. To her own eves she looked no different, but 
then she had lived with that face for five years; perhaps 
Lvn would find her altered 
was nearly thirty-five and he was two years older, 
found herself wishing passionately that 
It would be better never to see him 


She 


ind suddenly she 


he was not coming. 











She knew every word it contained, by 
heart; broken, resigned words agreeing 
with what she herself had said. 


io the elastic band had perished, and fell limply 
away from the tiny packet of letters as she drew them from 
their hiding place. Millicent shivered as she looked at it. 
Was it indeed so long ago that other things besides the love 
she and Lyn Paget had shared with one another were dead 
and finished? 

She sat staring down at the handwriting on the topmost 
envelope, realizing with an almost uncanny feeling that it 
at least had not changed. Even the ink had scarcely faded, 
and the sight of the firm, rather large formation of the 
lettering once again sent that queer thrill of pain through a 
heart that for five years had done its best to shut out 
memory. 

Five years since Lyn had written that last letter. She 
knew every word it contained by heart; broken, resigned 
words agreeing with what she herself had said, words which 
she had never found the courage to answer. 

There was no need to draw the single sheet of paper from 
its envelope to read what he had written; it was stamped 
indelibly upon her heart and brain. 


My dear, 

I have tried to answer your letter so many times 
and have failed. And even now these are only a few 
lines to tell you that I know you are right, and that 
for both our sakes as well as for the sake of others, we 
must say good-by. You say it must be final, but 
something within me cannot forgel that there may 
still be a future, and if not—well, “‘now and always, 
here and beyond” I shall love you . 


Five years ago! And for three of them she had almost 
succeeded in forgetting him, except now and then when 
some cruel little twist of fate recalled a memory they had 
once shared. 

Sometimes on a moonlight night—well, was it her fault 
if sudden tears would force themselves unbidden to her 
eyes? And once a silly little haunting passage that had 
found its way by mistake into a last year’s waltz tune had 
brought her dancing feet to a standstill and caused her 
partner to ask quickly. 

“What is it? Aren’t you well?” 

And the next moment she had managed to laugh and to 
push the sharp pain of remembrance aside. realizing with 
faint regret that each time it recurred it was a little easier 
to dismiss. 

And now he was on his way home. 

Did it mean that when she met him she would find that 
she no longer cared for him? Would she be able to meet 
his eyes with quiet indifference, or even with a faint feeling 
of shame? Or would the veil which she had drawn with 
such infinite pains over the years of their separation be 
rent aside at the first glance? 

Life was a queer thing; it seemed to take a delight in 
torturing people, though sometimes it was kind inasmuch 
as it stretched a hand to rescue one from drowning in the 
seas of one’s misery, only to laugh suddenly and thrust one 
back again without further strength to fight. 

It was only last night that she had heard Lyn was on his 
way home; that he was indeed a great deal farther than 
halfway, seeing that in another week he would be in 
London. 





Chatelaine, December, 1932 


By The Hands 


Did Millicent feel ihe same aa mitlions of 


women do about the men they have married? 


by RUBY M. AYERS 


Andrew had casually mentioned it during dinner. He 
always mentioned important things in a casual way. 

She could visualize him now as he had looked when he 
told her the thing that had meant so much to her~ pre- 
occupied and handsome as he sipped his coffee, his eyes still 
on the newspaper beside him. 

Andrew always read the paper at table when they were 
alone. It was one of the things she had so bitterly resented 
in the past, until quite suddenly she had realized that it no 
longer mattered; that nothing Andrew did or did not do 
was any longer of vital importance to her. 

Funny that so many marriages seemed to end in 
indifference. Perhaps if she had married Lyn it would have 
been the same. Love only seemed really to survive when it 
could not reach fulfillment. 

“He ought to be here by the sixteenth,.”’ so Andrew had 
said calmly. “It’s a nuisance that I shall be away. You'll 
have to go and meet him.” 

That was how she had been told the thing that mattered 
so tragically. She could still feel the sudden rush of blood 
that had blinded and deafened her for a moment before 
she could find her voice to answer, and then she had only 
said stupidly. 

“You will be away? Why, where are you going?” 

As if it mattered where he was going. As if anything 
mattered except the fact that the man who meant heaven 
and hope and all the beautiful things of life was on his way 
home. 

“I told you.”’ Andrew answered with a touch of impa- 
tience. ‘I’ve got to go to Paris for a week or ten days.”’ 

And then she had said another stupid thing which she 
had not meant in the very least; it had come clamoring 
anyhow to her lips. 

“Won't you take me?” 

She saw the ready frown that crossed her husband's face. 

“My dear girl, it’s purely a business trip, and Paris at 
this time of the year is an abomination. I'll take you later 
on.”’ And then he seemed to forget her until later she had 
steadied herself sufficiently to say quietly: 

“Will he be home for long, do you think?”’ 

“For good. I imagine. He's lost his wife, you know.” 

Funny that he never noticed the deathly silence that had 
followed: merciful that he had not raised his eyes at that 
moment to the betraying pallor of her face. It had seemed a 
lifetime before she heard her own voice again, quiet, calm 
and even a little indifferent. 

“No, I didn’t know-—-you didn't tell me. Poor Lyn, it 
must be sad for him.” 

She had not meant that either; she knew hetter than 
any one else how little Lyn’s wife had meant to him. There 
was no need for Andrew to say in that sneering voice: 

“Sad! I should think he’s mighty glad; they never got 
on together. She was one of the whining, nagging sort. 
You must know that.” 

And then her own voice again, draggingly: 

“T think I—-rather—liked her.” 

Not that she had ever known Agnes well. but that once, 
when she came home from India alone, she had done her 
best to befriend her, to take her about and give her a good 
time. 

And all the time she had hated her-—hated her. 

It seemed so cruel now, and unnecessary when Agnes 
was dead. 

She thought of her with sudden pity—a doll-like, useless 
sort of woman with an eternal grudge against life and 
against Lyn. 

Andrew went on talking. 

“Lyn was a fool ever to marry; he’d got everything he 
wanted out of life without tying himself up to a woman. 
Some fellows never know when they’re well off.’’ 

He always spoke like that about marriage, as if his own 
had been a failure. 


Well, if it had been, she was not to blame. She had 
married him for what she believed to be love, and it was 
her tragedy that before the end of their honeymoon she 
had discovered that it was not love at all, only a poor 
imitation. 

That was fifteen years ago, and during that time she had 
learned to control herself and to make the best of an empty 
relationship. She and Andrew never quarrelled, perhaps 
because she was not sufficiently interested in him to mind 
his neglect and indifference. 

People said she was an admirable wife and that he was a 
generous husband; but duty and money were the only 
empty things which they gave to one another. 

She never interfered with Andrew’s pleasure, and she 
always did everything he expected of her. She entertained 
his friends, went about with him when he desired her 
company, and stayed uncomplainingly at home when he 
did not. 

She had a beautiful home, all the frocks she wanted and a 
large circle of so-called friends, but she was one of the 
loneliest women in London. 

Only yesterday a girl had dropped in to tea with her —a 
rather bored, pathetic modern girl, who had said enviously: 

“IT think you’re the luckiest woman I know. You've 
got a handsome husband, all the money you want, and 
nothing to do but please yourself all day long.” 

It seemed queer that any one could be so blind, and 
Millicent knew that the girl would not have understood 
had she said in reply: 

“I’m utterly alone. I'd give all the things you envy me 
in exchange for some one to be my friend and companion, 
some one who really wanted to be with me, some one kind.” 

And she had thought of another woman whom she knew 
with a plain, uninspiring sort of husband with nothing to 
recommend him except his devotion to his wife. 

Often Millicent had felt a queer little throb of pain when 
she had seen him come in and go straight to his wife and 
kiss her, sometimes on her hair, sometimes on the back of 
her neck, and always with the same interested enquiry: 

“Well, mv darling, what 
have you been doing with 
yourself today?” 

Andrew never asked her 
what she had been doing; he 
was always too busy telling 
her of his own affairs his 
business worries or his 
prowess at golf, or how much 
money he had won at the 
club playing poker. Some- 
times she wondered why he 
told her these things at all. 
seeing that she meant so 
little in his life. Perhaps it 
was because he was the sort 
of man to whom an audience 
was a necessity. 


HE had been married 

three years when she first 
met Lyn Paget. Andrew 
always sneered at romance 
of any sort; he said that love 
was Nature’s trump card 
which was played in order 
to prevent the extinction of 
the race. 

To Millicent that seemed a 
silly argument, seeing that 
they had never had any 
children—Andrew disliked 
children. 
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HEN you've lived in a box in a dusty closet for 
years, there are things you forget. Sometimes vou forget to 
wake up at all, and the dust sifts and sifts into your heart 
like little dry tears. And if you've always been bright and 
beautiful, it is just that much worse, for tarnish is a thing 
that it hurts to see on yourself and your closest friends 
even in the dark. It is better just to doze and be quiet, for 
after a while the least jostle may mean that an arm will fall 
off some one beside you, or start a shower of loose tinsel 
down on your head. 

Phat was how the old tree ornaments felt that vear, 
though they had forgotten it was really another. Once or 
twice they had waked up hopefully at Christmas, thinking 
they heard some one looking for them, but the door had 
creaked shut again, and all the laughing voices gone down 
the hall. And that was how it had been ever since, so long 
ago, it had been decided that there was something very 
wrong with the children like measles or mumps perhaps. 
It was called being ‘‘Too Big for a Tree.”’ 

The first few years they had been missed, the ornaments 
were indignant. “It isn’t as though,”’ the wax angel had put 
it very well, “it isn’t as though we were an ordinary col- 
lection. I well remember when we were only an angel, six 
balls and ten yards of narrow tinsel * 

“And a star,”’ put in a bent piece of silver cardboard. 

“Yes, and a star,”” the angel corrected himself. ‘From 
that small beginning we became what I may say was prob- 
ably the most remarkable assortment on any tree in this 
street.” . 

“In this neighborhood,”’ added the blue-glass swan 

‘Nobody had a tree like ours, anyway,” gloomed the bell. 
“Some of us were even imported by the family— not just 
bought at a store.” 

“How well I remember,”’ went on the angel, “when they 
opened that box with our Stuffed Ones in it. No tree ever 
had stuffed ornaments before. By the way,” he called to the 
toad, “how is your stuffing?” 

“It's coming out, that’s what it’s doing 
never have packed me unwrapped down here by the beetle,” 
answered the toad from the bottom of the box. ‘My skin’s 
too thin and he’s too sharp, but that’s not his fault.” 

“It was just as he said. The little stuffed brown toad, the 
black and white spotted coach dog and the striped cat were 


They should 








The ornaments were so happy that at first they could only talk among themselves 


and flirt with the light, but tt wasn’t long before they noticed that Santa was 
making a very queer sound. It sounded suspiciously like snoring. 


made of something as gossamer thin as spider web. They 
were so light that their weight hardly bent a branch, and 
their painted coats soft and lifelike among all the shiny 
things. Never before had there been such ornaments on a 
Christmas tree. No wonder they were all so proud of them. 

“‘How many more years, I wonder,’’ remarked the angel 
then, ‘can we last? I haven’t melted yet, but another July 
like the last one and I won't be responsible. One wing is 
loose now.”’ His wings were of shiny horsehair, and fastened 
on with little silvery hinges. They admired them so much, 
and no one had anything like them, unless perhaps the 
swan. Her tail was something the same. 

“What happens to ornaments after—after—”’ hesitated 
the dimpled pear. 

“T’ve never heard,’’ despaired the angel. We can only 
wait and see. Forgive me if I turn over a little, my dear,” 
he apologized to the frosted grapes. “I am an old man, and, 
this year, lving on my left side has scraped right down to the 
white wax.” 

“Tch, tch,”” they all sympathized, listened hopefully for a 
little while, and then quite listlessly had settled down for 
another year of waiting. 

But years of waiting it had proved, that night that Santa 
finally came down the chimney again. He was puzzled, as he 
often is, as to why he had come at all, for it was vears since 
there had been a child in the house. Yet there was the tree, 


all set up by the window, there was the little stocking 
swinging by the fireplace. He took it in his hand, measuring 
the foot, and began picking this and that out of his bag 
thoughtfully. There was a bear and an engine, a music 
box and a woolly red cap with a button on top. He stuffed 
them in carefully with some oranges and candy, leaving the 
bear looking over the edge. 

“Now,” he turned around to the tree. “Yes, this is cer- 
tainly an old-fashioned house after my own heart.” He 
rubbed his hands delightedly. ‘‘They’ve left the tree for me 
to trim myself.’’ And he looked about in a businesslike way 
for the box of ornaments. 

“Well now,” he thought, when it was nowhere to be seen, 
“they are old-fashioned. It’s been so long since I’ve found a 
tree left for me to trim I've quite got out of the way of 
bringing ornaments any more. But here He puckered 
his eyebrows trying to remember. ‘This used to be the 
house with that wonderful box. Well, well.’’ He shuffled 
about a little and peered under the sofa and chairs, but there 
was not a sign of anything 

Then he sat down and thought for a minute. “I'm not 
sure,” he remarked at last, “but there used to be a closet 
in the hall.”” Of course. he always used to have to get them 
there. He remembered it all now. 

He tiptoed softly out into the corridor and felt along the 
panelling. Yes, there was the knob. {Continued on page 60} 
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again than to find that the love they had shared and of 
which they had made such a beautiful thing, had died 

“Now and always~ here and beyond.”’ 

Other people must have said the same sort of thing to 
one another, and still have lived to face indifference. 

Millicent thrust the letters hastily back into their hiding 
place. 

“Perhaps I shall find that I don’t care for him any 
more,” she told herself recklessly, and she tried to pray 
that it might be so. 


NDREW went to Paris the day Lyn Paget arrived in 
London. 

Millicent went to Victoria to see him off, standing 
dutifully at the carriage door until the train moved away. 

Almost his last words were 
about Lyn. 

“Don’t forget to meet him. 
If you go straight to Waterloo 
now you'll be in plenty of 
time.” 

“Yes.” 

“T expect he’ll have altered. 
India plays the devil with a 
man. How long is it since we 
saw him?” 

“Five years.” 

“Humph, of course. He 
went to America for his last 
leave, didn’t he?”’ 

“Yes.”” She remembered 
how hurt she had been about 
that, though she guessed that 
Lyn had done it for her sake. 

The guard’s whistle blew, 
and Andrew stepped into the 
carriage and shut the door. 

“Well, good-by. I'll wire 
and let you know when I’m 
coming back.” 

uh ja 

She looked at him with a 
mute appeal in her eyes. 

Andrew never kissed her in 
public. He thought it was 
bad taste and unnecessary 
sentiment. He seldom kissed 
her at all if it came to that; he 
wasn’t one of the demonstra- 
tive kind, so he said. 

“You'd better get along,”’ 
were his last words, but she 
stood staring after the train 
till it had vanished from sight. 
wondering why she should 
remember how when he was so 
ill he had groped for her hand 
and asked her to kiss him. 

When she got back to the 
car the chauffeur asked: 

‘*To Waterloo now, 
madam?” 

Millicent started. It seemed 
funny that for a moment she 
had forgotten about Lyn, then 
she said firmly: 

“No, I'll go home.” 

She saw the look of surprise 
in the man’s eyes--Andrew 
had already given him instruc- 
tions about meeting Lyn Paget 

but Millicent said again: 

“T’ll go home, please.”’ 

She sat very still on the 
return journey, her hands 
clasped in her lap. 

Andrew would be angry with 
her for disobeying him, but 
she could not help it. When 
she thought of Lyn it was only 
with fear in her heart. But 
back home the reaction came. 
Why hadn’t she gone to meet 
him? Hers was the right. She 
had waisted precious moments 
after their long separation. 
The old passionate love for him 
rose like a flame in her heart. 

Too late now, anyway. She tried to settle down, to busy 
herself with little jobs that did not need doing. and all the 
time her mind was hungrily following his every movement. 

He would have looked up and down the platform for her. 
Perhaps he would have felt bitterly disappointed that she 
was not there; or would it be a relief? 

Perhaps he had been dreading their meeting: yes. he 
might have been glad that she had left him free to drive 
straight to his hotel. 

After all, if he wanted to see her he knew where she was 
to be found 






Every time the bell rang, or the telephone, her heart 
seemed almost to leap from her breast. When she had 
finished her pretense of lunch she dressed to go out 

If he came he should not find her waiting for him. 

She went slowly downstairs; she would go for a long 
walk through the park; the sun was shining, and it was a 
glorious summer day 

She had not even troubled overmuch about her toilet 
if he still cared for her it would not matter how she looked, 
and if he did not, then nothing in the world could avail 

In the hall a maid came to meet her. 

“Mr. Paget is in the drawing-room, madam.”’ 

She had never known that the hall was such an enormous 
width. It seemed to take her a lifetime to drag her feet 
across it to that closed door, and when she reached it 
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Such common things—a child, a song, a star, 
A flock of sheep beneath a quiet sky, 

A humble inn, a mother’s lullaby— 

From these, who could have guessed 

The rest? 


Who could have known how far that rising star 
Would down dim ages cast its searching beazs, 
Or how that drifling song would stir to dreams 
Of hope, the hearts forlorn 

Of men unborn? 


A far, green bill outside a walled town, 
A bill which three gaunt crosses crown, 
And on the middle rood, 

The Lamb of God? 


Who could have known that bumble little inn, 
Until time ends, will yearly entertain 

The hearts of men, in pilgrimage again, 
Seeking a Mother mild, 

A little Child? 


she stood cold and trembling, unable to turn the handle. 

If only she had put on another frock; if only 

She opened the door and went in. 

He was standing in the middle of the room, facing the 
door, and he waited while she closed it behind her and 
came forward with slow steps, a hand outstretched. 

“How nice to see you again!’’ Her lips felt like ice. 
“Andrew has gone to Paris on business or he would have 
met you, he—.”’ she broke off, her eyes clinging to his, then 
she gave a little sobbing cry. ‘Oh, do you still love me?’, 

Afterward it seemed so foolish to have asked, to have 


Who Could Have Known? 















Who could have seen beyond those grazing sheep, 
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ever doubted. The five years were swept away in a flash. 
Thev had never existed. He was no older; she was a girl 
again 

“T couldn't come to meet you. I was so afraid.” 

“IT had one horrible moment myself, when I saw you 
were not there.” 

“Oh, Lyn 

She was sobbing and laughing together. 

“T only knew you were coming a week ago. Andrew 
didn’t tell me before. I was so frightened. I almost prayed 
that vou wouldn't come, that it was all a mistake, and 
vet if you hadn't I think I should have died 
How long are you home for?. When are you going back?” 

“Whenever you are ready to come with me.” 

She drew back, looking at him with wide eyes. 

“To come with you?’ 

“Yea” 

“T can’t leave Andrew.”’ 

“Does he come before me?” 

“No, no.” 

“Then you'll come back with 
me. I’ve waited long enough 
He doesn’t love you.” 

She shivered. ‘‘Doesn’t he? 
i I wish I were sure.”’ 

‘‘In your heart you are 
sure.”’ He raised her chin to 
make her look at him. “You 
are sure, Millicent.” 

“Yes; oh, yes.”’ 

“How long will he be away ?”’ 

“A week—ten days 
I don’t know.” 

} “By that time we'll be far 
away I only came home 
to fetch you.” 

She gave a little gasp. 

“You sweep me off my feet 
| It seems so cruel to Andrew 
he hasn’t any idea a 
“T’'ll go to Paris tonight and 
tell him if you wish.”’ 
| “Oh, no.” 
| “I’m not afraid, if you are 
I've waited so long.” 

“T never meant to see you 
again.” 
| ‘I had more faith, 
Niillicent.” 
| “Then you must have a little 
patience, too.”’ 
“Patience after all 
j these years.” 
| “There will be so much to 
settle —to decide.” 
“There is nothing,”’ he con 
tradicted her. “Come away 
with me and make it irrevoc- 
i able. Isn’t that what you 
i want, my dear?” 
“You know well enough.” 
“Tonight then,” he urged. 
She shrank from him a little 
“Oh. not tonight.” 
“Then tomorrow?” 


‘*T’ll see you take my 
i 
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breath away.” 

“If L ever let you get it back 
again I shall lose you. You 
mustn't have time to think or 
you'll be persuading yourself 
that you don’t really love me.’ 

“IT love you more than any- 
thing in the world,’’ she 
whispered. 

He smiled rather sadly. 

“Not more than your con- 
science, my darling, and I'm 
going to rob you of that. You 
love me, and your duty is to 
me. Andrew doesn’t love you.” 

She said again helplessly 
“IT wish I were sure of that.”’ 

He took his arms away. 

“And if you were sure that 
he does love you, would you 
stay with him?” 

“I don't know.” 

They stood looking at one another helplessly, then Paget 
laughed mirthiessly 

“It seems that I have made a mistake after all. Well,” 
he pulled himself together with an effort, ‘I may as well go.”’ 

She gave a little cry. 

“Go? What do you mean?” 

“Have I anything to stay for?” 

“T love you.” 

“Then you will come away with me.” 

“If you'll only give me a little time.” 

“Half an hour will be too long, [Continued on page 39} 
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Ask any office worker, 
dietitian, nurse or fac- 
tory worker — they are 
proud of thetr uniform. 


AN domestic service be run on a business basis? 

Emphatically, yes, says Mr. H. C. Hudson. General 
Superintendent of the Ontario offices of the Employment 
Service of Canada. 

And definitely, at the present time, it is not. 

Of all the branches of employment open to women nowa- 
days, domestic service remains outside the classification of 
businesses or professions. It is specifically exempted from 
the regulations of the Minimum Wage Act which “‘shall not 
apply to farm laborers or domestic servants.” (R.S.O. 
c.275, $.22.) It is the worst organized and, at the same time, 
the worst served department of women’s work in modern 
life. 

Despite unemployment figures which have long passed 
the astonishing stage and almost leave one stupefied, super- 
intendents of women’s employment bureaus report that 
domestic service is the one class of job for which vacancies 
always outnumber suitable applicants. 

If it were run on more businesslike lines, more women of 
the right type would be attracted to it: we would have 
better help in our homes, and just so many unemployeds 
less in Caneda. 

What is the right type of woman? To discover that, look 
at the type of position she is going to fill. 

In Canada, there are comparatively few openings for 
specialized maids in the large-staffed house. There are few 
establishments that require ladies’ maids, parlor maids, 
housemaids or kitchen maids. Most of the requests that 
come into the Employment Service offices are for cook- 
generals, that is, women whocan lighten the ordinary house- 
wife’s work about the house. The cook is expected to be 
able to prepare three fairly edible meals, filling in the time 
between with housework, since the preparation of meals is 
not an all-day propcsition in most families. 

In other words, the cook-general is something like the 
office worker who undertakes “bookkeeping and a little 
stenography.”” Ferhaps the office requires a little more 
bookkeeping and less typing; perhaps typing is the major 
work, and bookkeeping the sideline. 

The cook-general may spend most of her time in the 
kitchen, while mistress ‘‘does’’ the house; or she may be 
relegated to some of the dusting and sweeping when there 
isn’t much to do in the way of cooking. 

The office worker helps the business man. The domestic 
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Can Domestic Service he Run 
ona Business Basis ? 


As told by H. .. HUDSON . 


Genera! Superintendent of the Ontario Offices of the Employment Service of Canada 


TO 
CONSTANCE TEMPLETON 


Maids have one idea— mistresses another. Here is a solution for 
the problems by a man who thoroughly understands both sides. 


worker helps his wife. What is the difference after all? 

In the first place the office worker has her time to herself 
out of office hours, while the domestic worker is usually asked 
to live in. This arrangement is most convenient, because, 
where office work can be confined approximately to the 
hours between nine and six, housework inevitably “thangs 
over” at both ends. It has to begin before the office opens, 
and continues after the man comes home at night. 

This however, Mr. Hudson points out, need not mean 
that the domestic worker should have less time to herself 
than other workers. In many other positions women and 
girls work out of office hours. Night operators, waitresses 
newspaper, hotel and theatre employees are a few of those 
found more or less contentedly at their posts when the main 
business of the day is over. 

Whenever scheduled, the number of hours their work will 
cover in the day or the week is definitely specified at the 
time of employment; and so it should be with the domestic 
servant. If a regular time routine is followed. no more 
trouble may be expected when emergencies happen than 
the office manager expects when he asks his secretary to stay 
a little later and finish up a contract. 

The regulations of the Minimum Wage Boards regarding 
the employment of women in the Provinces do not usually 
refer to domestics. The difficulty of carrying out official 
investigation in private homes is obviously too great. Legis- 
lation cannot help, Mr. Hudson thinks, so much as some sort 


of common consent as defines the working hours of nurses. 
There is no legislation specifying at what time a nurse shall 
be free of her duties. She is engaged for eight-hour, twelve- 
hour. or twenty-four hour duty, and paid accordingly. On 
twenty-four hour duty it is definitely understood that she 
has ‘‘time off’’ during the day to attend to her own affairs. 
Why could it not be so with all workers in the home? 


EW would deny that in the matter of wages domestic 

service offers liberal recompense. The average wage of the 
general help in the city is from twenty-five to thirty-five or 
forty dollars a month, plus room and keep, and often work- 
ing uniforms. Canadian housewives are not niggardly 
the sort of “‘keep”’ they offer is usually far better than that 
of an inexpensive boarding house. Many office workers are 
earning from $12.50 a week —and sometimes, unfortunately 
less: and few receive more than twenty dollars. Of this 
sum, from six to eight dollars a week must go for board, 
leaving anything from $16.50 to forty-eight dollars a month 
for dress and extras. These extras include car fare—three 
dollars a month —and lunch, which can hardly be cut down 
to less than thirty-five cents a day, totalling another eight 
or nine dollars in the month 

A week or so ago an employer seeking a cook-general to 
replace one who was leaving her “for a change” after five 
years service, casually mentioned that the domestic’s savings 
in the five years totalled more than {Continued on page 54} 
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by 
HELEN SOMERSET 


Sour time ago I read an article 


written by a mother, protesting—futilely, 
of course—about the age-old duties of 
mothers, in comparison with the care-free 
lives of unmarried women. One sentence 
in that article stood out particularly. Out 
of a mass of difficulties, complaints, prob- 
lems unsolved, she wailed out her wonder 
on why nice children quarrel! 

That wonder struck a responsive chord 
in my bosom, as it is an idea that has been 
knocking on my brain insistently for years. 

I, too, have wondered, worried, and worked 
on this problem. I have two little girls, with 
nineteen months difference in their age. 
Either, by herself —if I do say so myself— 
though full of life and spirits, is sweet and 
easy to get along with. And most of the time 
they do get along beautifully. They love each 
other, and are chums. I encourage this. I 
encourage each one to think of the other as her 
best playmate. I take one by the hand, sometimes, 
if the other is asleep, and we look at her, and say 
and think how sweet and pretty she is, and how they 
do stick up for each other. But then again there are 
days when I think I shall go crazy, listening to and 
trying to prevent their many bickerings and quarrelling. 

Now, my mother let my younger sister and myself often 
quarrel. She acted, I suppose, on the principle that 
“children will be children,’’ and apparently it did not 
bother her very much. My sister and myself now, and 
since the beginning of our grown-up era the best of friends, 
look back with disgust at those wasted days—those days 
when our little souls held bitterness and grudges that our 
mother never seemed to realize. Those were the days 
before mothers bothered much with child psychology. 

Yes, I have worked hard at this problem, and have 
asked dozens of my friends with nice children if their 
children quarrel, and why. I find that in every single 
family I know of this quarrelling occurs. It really has been 
rather fun investigating, though I haven’t got much further 
than my own conclusions, puzzled out through ten years 
of “raising”’ children. 

One friend, a mother, with a clever university-professor 
husband, and with a university-trained mind herself, when 
I asked her this question, fairly fell on my neck. ‘My 
dear,’’ she exclaimed. “‘I’m so glad some one else is working 
on that problem. Have you got anywhere? I have asked 
my boys in despair, sometimes, ‘Why do you quarrel?’ 
And all I can get out of them is, ‘Mother, we do it because 
we like it. We like each other, and therefore we like to 
quarrel. Just leave us alone, and don’t bother us.’ ”’ 

This seems to be the general consensus of opinion among 
the children themselves. A seventeen-year-old nephew 
dropped into the home of a friend of mine, as she and 
I were just discussing this question. He was asked, “Jack, 
does your family quarrel?” . (He belongs to a family with 
several children.) After a moment of surprise over the 
question, he came back emphatically, ‘““You bet we do, 
Aunt Dorothy. Of course we do.” “Well, why?” we 
queried, the aunt and I. ‘Oh, I don’t know,” he answered. 
“I guess it’s because we like it. It would be too tame if 
we didn’t. Of course, we don’t do it so much now we're 
older.”” This from the scion of a millionaire family, where 
every child has apparently had everything that he ever 
wanted. 

I queried again and again. The result was practically the 
same every time, and made me almost conclude that most 
children are born with a belligerency or bellicosity—call it 
which you like—in their systems, so that if left to natural 
instincts they quarrel whenever they get the chance. 

I say “almost.’’ That might be the conclusion drawn in 
general from these investigations, and I realize that this 
natural bellicosity is the easiest reason parents can assign 
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Some mothers believe that children 
will be children—and some strug- 
gle endlessly to prevent quarrels, 
Here's one mother with some 


interesting solutions 


for the everlasting quarrelling they have to put up with 
or think they must—in otherwise happy homes. 

However, I have not been satisfied with having to 
tolerate this state of affairs. I love peace--almost ‘“‘peace 
at any price’’—and so I have not been content to accept 
this quarrelling as a matter of inborn bellicosity, but have 
kept working at the problem through the years. 

I have come to several conclusions. 

First, that when they are very young, children quarrel 
usually from an outraged sense of possession. A baby’s 
first instinct is possession. It grabs—hangs on. My two 
used to argue—putting it mildly—-when the youngest 
knew only one word—-the word MINE, spelt with capital 
letters. It was almost funny then, as all a young baby’s 
doings are amusing, but I soon realized that a child must 
have his own playthings, and no amount of explaining to 
him, when he is at the early age of two, three, or four, can 
show him how beautiful it is to “‘share.”” It is too difficult 
for him to understand. His manners and morals—without 
which, I have long been convinced, children are born 
are not yet sufficiently developed. Let me quote in support 
of my theory here expressed, an excerpt from the writings 
of Mrs. Eldred, a noted child psychologist. 

“Children are by nature neither good nor bad. They are 
not honest nor truthful, nor unselfish: nor are they the 
opposite. Whatever virtues they develop are due almost 
entirely to what they see practised around them 

“The moment the tiny baby begins to grab at objects 
he should be given his first lesson in property rights. Make 
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One moment everything serene and blissfully 
amtable—and the next tempest and turmoil 
through a child’s outraged sense of possession; 


What mother hasn't argued with her husband 


repeatedly on the right course to follow. 


it plain that there are certain things which 
are ‘baby’s’ and other things that belong 
to father, mother or sister, for which he 
must ask. All he sees is not his for the 
ie grabbing. Even small children rapidly 
develop a sense of ‘mine’ and ‘thine,’ if this 
teaching is consistent 
Therefore, I say, give each young child his 
own things, and keep impressing on him that 
he must stick to his own things, and not 
want everybody’s. 

There is also a sense of jealousy which makes 
young children quarrelsome. This objection- 
able quality often appears among children with 

the advent of a younger brother or sister. When 

a second child arrives, the first feels that he is 

being neglected. In most cases the neglect is 

imaginary. The first child, however, feels that he 

is not receiving the previous full measure of parental 

love, and he develops a grudge which is the forerunner 
of quarrelsomeness. 

Another conclusion was that often up-till-then sweet 
children learn to quarrel after they go to school. The few 
trifling arguments about possessions, or the rare occasion of 
ugliness from jealousy when they are tiny are nothing now 
to the “rows” they perpetrate after they have been at 
school a short time. You can scarcely blame them. A chip 
on the shoulder— ‘‘now knock it off’’—is the regular attitude 
of a lot of the children in our public schools, where much 
of the recess play is unsupervised. Children have to become 
quarrelsome and belligerent in self-defense. 

A case in point. My little daughter, sweet and shy, 
started to school. Every afternoon, she’d come in crying, 
red-faced and out of breath. ‘“‘Tommy chased me home, 
mother,” she’d sob. ‘“‘Well, don’t run from him, dear,’’ I'd 
say, ‘Stand still, and then he can’t chase you. No one can 
chase a standing person.”” ‘‘Oh, but, mother, he’d come up 
and hit me.’’ No matter how much I soothed, it was no 
use. The child had never hit any one in her life, and had 
seen few hittings. I appealed to the teacher. No use. 
Tommy was a born bully. Finally, I decided my child 
would have to learn to fight her own battles with bullying 
children. So I firmly impressed on her that I would give 
her no sympathy unless she took her own part. I hated 
doing it-—-turning my nice little girl into a fighter. I hated 
encouraging the very ‘“‘fight’’ I'd been trying to keep out 
of her disposition those seven pre-school years. But I saw 
it must be done. Years after, when I'd forgotten all about 
the incident, she laughingly told me one day, ‘‘Mother, do 
you remember how Tommy used to chase me home from 
school? Did you ever find out why he stopped? Well, one 
day, I did as you said and stood still, and when he came 
up, I socked him one on the nose and made it bleed, and 
he has never bothered me since.”’ 

It sounds shocking, but more parents besides myself 
have had to reorganize their first ideas on bringing up 
children nicely. A friend of mine with boys had a similar 
experience. She’d brought up her boys to love each other 
and be agreeable. They are remarkably nice fellows, and 
so happy and good-natured with each other. But one day 
she discovered in the back lane a bully ‘“‘beating up” her 
son-—a rather delicate little fellow. She hastened home, 
put it up to her husband, who, rather shamefacedly agreeing 
that he had partially neglected the training of his sons, led 
them down cellar, put boxing gloves on them, and taught 
them to fight. 

My last conclusion, and the one that governs conduct in 
my family now that my children are older and know enough 
not to quarrel, is that nice children quarrel only — or 
chiefly—-when they are under par [Continued on page 63} 
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separate heart. Firelight twinkled on our hands, in our eyes, played with us, 
teased our features into wayward grimaces, seemed to have the magic 


almost to reveal what lay in our hearts 

\ sighing of the sea came through the half-open window. 

“You must be starved, Joan, dear,” said Vicky. ‘Pat, take her her tea. 
There’s saffron cake, simply delicious.” 

I sat down on an ottoman with my back to the fire. 

“Things went splendidly,”” pursued Vicky. ‘‘She is going to town to see 
her lawyer, but she knows it is no use. She couldn't help being convinced. 
We had evidence enough to convince a far duller woman than she.”” She 
smiled, almost tenderly at Tobias. ‘*You were such a good boy. Keep on 
as you have begun, Toby, and you'll find me always at your back.”’ 

“It’s the darndest house,”’ said Toby. ‘It’s like a Town Hall and a 
church and a gaol, all mixed up. I must be as rich as the mischief. Can I 
have another piece of fruit cake?” 

“Yes. For pity’s sake, eat —and stop grinning,” said Theo, hunching 
herself in her chair. 

“Don’t criticize him, please.” Vicky put the cake on his plate. ‘‘You’re 
not rich at all, Toby, but only decently well off, as riches are counted in 
England. But you must never forget that you're a Lashbrook.” 

“Oh, I remember,” he replied docilely; ‘ta county family. The motto 
has just slipped my mind for a minute but I know it all right. Say, is there 
a garage? Will I have a car of my own? Gosh, I'd like a limousine.” 

“Yes, you will have a car in good time. I wish you’d think more of the 
spiritual side of the situation.” 

“I’ve heard that in these swell houses there’s a wine cellar. Is there 
one here?” 

“No.” She looked at him so sternly that, turning his plastic vitality 
in the direction that pleased her, he lowered his long eyelashes and gazing 

t his clasped brown hands, said gently, “I'll do just what you say—and what Theo 
says and what Joan says—and what Pat says—and what Clara says 

“Clara!” cried Vicky. “*You’ll do nothing of the sort! What do you mean by that?”’ 

He raised his eyes to her face, startled. ‘Oh, I forgot. There are so many. Anyhow, 
I like the look of her. Lord, you and she were like two little fighting-cocks facing each 
other. Of course, I’d back you any day, but just the same she’s a corker.”’ 

Vicky set down her teacup with a little crash. ‘‘Toby, you’re impossible today. 
This thing has gone to your head.’”’ She got up and turned to Baldry with rather a 
piteous smile. “I’m so horribly tired, dear. I think I'll go and lie down till dinner 
time.” 

“Look here,” said Baldry hurriedly. ‘‘Isn’t there an inn we can go to for a bit till 
things are settled? I feel mighty uncomfortable here. Let’s get out.”” He turned toward 
me for support. 

‘Never !” exclaimed Vicky vehemently. ‘We have our apartments here, and they’re 
always ours by my father’s will. Get out, indeed! Oh, Pat, how can you annoy me so! 
When I’m so tired! After all I’ve been through!” 

“Theo, are you comfortable here?” 

“Certainly Iam. It would take more than the presence of Clara to make me uncom- 
fortable. I’m too well used to her rages.”’ 

Still Baldry persisted. ‘Toby, you don’t want to stop here, do you? Not yet. Till 
things are settled, I mean.” 

“You bet I do,’”’ said Tobias, helping himself to another piece of cake. ‘“‘It’s my 
house. According to the papers I’m boss here. I'd look sick, wouldn’t I, piking off to a 
dirty little hotel for my dinner?” 

Theo went to her sister and put her arms about her. ‘‘Come upstairs, dearest, and 
I'll rub cologne on your head. That will rest you.”’ 

“Shall I carry you up?”’ asked Baldry. 

“No.” She pressed her hand to her throat. “I'll walk. But you may come if you 
like. You'll be safe in my room.”’ Leaning against Theo she slowly left the room without 
looking at Toby or me. I could see that she was on the point of tears. 

Baldry followed them. 

“Toby.” I said with asperity, “‘why did you speak as you did to Vicky about Clara? 
You knew it would upset her.” 

He was looking at himself in an oval green-framed mirror. In it I could see the 
malicious gleam in his eyes. “I was fed up; that’s why. But just for a minute. I’m 
going + to be good. Don’t you worry.” 

“I’m not worrying. But I won’t have you cheeky to Vicky. You'll have Pat after 


you.” 
“T ain’t afraid of him nor anybody—say, is that piano mine?” 
“T suppose.” 
“IT wish I could play. I'll learn. When I was a kid Miss Fiveash let me strum on 


hers a couple of times. I’m full of music. Old Auntie St. Hilaire told me my mother 
could play like anything. Learned it in the convent.” 

A fresh idea struck him. ‘I want to see my own room. Will it be the one my father 
used to sleep in? Oh, no, I s’pose not. I s’pose Clara and him slept together. She'll 
have it to herself now. Say, where do you think I'll sleep?” 

“Oh, they'll put up a cot bed for you somewhere,” I said, teasingly. 

Tobias looked aghast. ‘‘You don’t really think so, do you, Joan? I thought I’d 
have a swell room. Can I wear my tail coat to dinner?” 

“Your dinner jacket will do.” 

“Will Clara and the kid be there?” 

I got up. “I don’t think so. I’m going back to my room. I'll find out where you can 
be put up.” ey 

“Don’t leave me.’”” He caught my hand impetuously. ‘I'd be scared stiff if I was 
left alone with those old codgers in the pictures scowling over their chokers at me. They 
look at me as though I was trapping lobsters out of season. Hallo, what’s that?” 

He had caught a glimpse of the dining room, that room on which the first baronet 
had spent so much money. He had had it done over, it was said, that he might fitly 

entertain at dinner the Prince under whose patronage he 
had cast the coils of yeomanry. The Prince Regent had 


Tobias became ner- travelled to Cornwall to see a fight with bare fists between 
vously pale. “I say.”” he two favorite pugilists of the day. 

stammered, “‘look here, The Prince had been much exhilarated by the sport and 
Mrs. Lady Lashbrook, had, later, got royally tipsy on Lashbrook’s wine, so that a 
[ don’t want you to go to purple halo hung about the room thereafter, as of spicy, 
any trouble for me. I'll royal jests and mellow royal breath. It was an oval room 
go to the inn till it’s hung with tapestries rich in flamboyant foreign trees and 
seltled. I don’t want — flowers among which wanton shepherdesses were pursued 
to upset you, I really by pale-limbed shepherds, and tapering towers upheld the 


don’t!” rosy sky. Between the tapestries were [Continued on page 47] 


a a en rae 
neteineeeemeneemeeee ee 


| 
















































18 


\ Ca”) ( Vv apsi al previou chapler on page \ 
INNOCIX scunded at the door 


“Let me out of here,”’ said Clara. “‘I won't see those girls.” 

“It’s me, Pat,” came a voice, and, hardly knowing what I was doing, I 
said, ““Come in.”’ 

He was barely inside when Clara turned on him fiercely. ‘I hope you 
are satisfied with your exploits, Mr. Boundery.” 

“Baldry,”’ he corrected imperturbably. ‘‘Rather an interesting name. 


‘ 


You are greatly successful. You are editor of the Balmeny Era. You are 
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My grandfather 9 ’ 
“I’m not interested in your grandfather. But I am interested in you. P e / | } * | 
sagt oh ps owerful clashes of temperament anc 


mayor of Balmeny. Now, with your fellow conspirators you have turned 


me and my son out of our home. You see yourself established here, I interest take place in the qu iet Engl ish 


suppose, as guardian to that dreadful boy.” 
“I don’t see myself comfortable anywhere,” said Pat. 


“Very true. You will never be comfortable with Vicky, let me tell you.” home, mm l iP the stra nge ly cee fa mi ly a 


“Nothing against Vicky to me, Lady Lashbrook.’’ He looked her 
straight in the eyes but not unkindly. 

His stalwart simplicity seemed to disarm her. She drew a step nearer to 
him. ‘You must see the bitterness of my position,’’ she said. “I scarcely 
know what I am saying or doing. I seem suddenly to have awakened in a 
world of enemies.” 

“TI don’t believe you will find Toby ungenerous, Lady Lashbrook.”’ 

“But the injustice of it!’ she cried. ‘Come now, tell the truth, don’t 
you think it is horribly unjust?” 

“Toby is the eldest son. There’s no getting away from that.’ 

“Don’t you think it was a cruel and unjust act to bring him here?”’ she 
insisted. 

“Never ask a man who has been through the war what is just or unjust. He simply 
doesn’t know.” 

“Does that old man Haight know that he can be sent to prison for concealing the 
birth of the boy?” 

“‘He is a most complacent old fellow. If you were to ask him that, he would say that 
he didn’t ‘calculate’ to go to prison. He has never yet done what he didn’t ‘calculate’ 
to do.” 

“Remember, Mr. Baldry, I am not satisfied,’’ exclaimed Clara. ‘‘I shall have a 
most searching investigation.” 

She turned to the door. Baldry opened it for her, and, without another word she 
swept from the room. 

“She may say she isn’t satisfied,”’ said Pat calmly, as he closed the door behind her, 
“but she is. I believe she’s known it all along.”’ 

“Oh, that’s impossible. She did know of the marriage. She has just told me so. 
But of the birth of a child, never!” 

“Just the same, when we came in, and Vicky’s lawyer, Eldridge, made the announce- 
ment, Lady Lashbrook was not so astonished, unbelieving, as one would have expected. 
Her back was up, her eyes blazing. She was for all the world like a she-fox facing a pack 
of hounds.”’ 

“Oh, Pat, how horrible! And you 

“I bayed with the rest. But I was rather sick. That young Ayrton is a little brick. 
He didn’t say a word but stood like a statue, flashing scorn at the whole affair.”’ 

“It must have been a horrid scene.” 

“For ordinary people like you and me—yes. But our fragile little Vicky thoroughly 
enjoyed herself. Her eyes were like cornflowers, her cheeks like wild roses, and her 
mouth—”’ He hesitated. 

“Yes? Her mouth 

“‘As hard as nails, my dear . . . Lady Lashbrook shrieked at her ‘Perfidious girl!’ 
Vicky sneered, ‘Villainess, I have thee by the hip.’ Of course, they didn’t use these 
words, but that was the essence of them.” 

“And Theo?” 

“Oh, she liked it, too. Jumped in with both feet.” 

“And Tobias?” How one had to drag things out of men, piecemeal, as it were! 
They who so love to impart information in which no one is interested. 

“Toby? He just grinned in a dazed fashion. I think the house itself bewildered him. 
The hall with its high black ceiling; the colored windows. ‘It’s the darndest house I 
ever saw,’ he whispered to me once in a lull. But he’s really as bold as brass. Clara 
went close to him and stared —you can imagine how —and he stared back and said: 
‘Well, what’s the matter with me?’ He isn’t really afraid of any one.” 

A light step sounded in the passage; a quick knock on the door. It was Vicky. 

“T am having tea sent to the drawing-room,”’ she said, with a brightness that seemed 
to wall her in from any comments or suggestion from us. ‘You must be starving. 
I know I am.” 

Baldry caught her hand and put it under his arm. “‘You're a little marvel,” he said. 

I said that I would follow when I had washed my face and hands. The maid who 
brought me a jug of water was one I had never seen before. I was glad of that. How 
strange it was to stand before my own old washing-stand again. To see the dim, striped 
French wall paper once more through folds of my towel, as I rubbed my face; to see 
through the casement window that was set open, the mellow red of the kitchen garden 
wall, downy, with a sort of ancient bloom, the beds of rank, green parsley, the freckled 
leaves of a border of begonias, the old pear trees! How exquisitely strange, yet piercingly 
familiar, to hear the curlews calling, to see the grey-blue Cornish sky! 

I felt as though I had been away for years. Yet I had come home to a house that 
was now no home of mine. It seemed that all of us within those walls had been uprooted 
and thrown together again in undignified confusion, no one where he belonged, to take 
root again as best we might. 


Vicky was sitting behind the silver teapot as naturally as though she had never 
left it for Clara’s enjoyment. With dainty, yet precise 

gestures, she put the right number of lumps, the desired 

amount of milk to a drop, into each cup. Pat, standing near = Her face had a look of 
her, was watching with a sort of fascination; Theo, with a tortured composure. 
troubled languor that had possessed her since the storm; ‘“‘ Understand this.”’ she 
Tobias, with the hysterical grin that seemed fixed forever satd, addressing Tobias, 
on his handsome face. A fire had been lighted. Yellow “I do not for a moment 
candles in brass candlesticks were reflected on the black accept you as master 
lacquer table which reflected also the burning red of a bowl here, until my lawyers 
of nasturtiums. The atmosphere of the room was charged are satisfied. In the 
with the life that radiated from each one of its occupants, meantime, I shall treat 
heavy with the tumult of emotions that surged in each you as my guest only.” 
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ERRY CHRISTMAS!—to be 
said in the sweetest possible way. 
But since we can't actually give 
everybody a box of the holiday 
candy that we prepare here in the 
Institute we will do the next best 
thing and tell you all about them. After all you will get far 
more pleasure in making them yourself, decorating and 
wrapping the candy with the originality and inspiration 
that comes with the Christmas season and finally packing 
the boxes with a thought to each friend’s special weakness. 
It’s amazing how you remember hearing father-in-law men- 
tion away back last spring that there never was a candy in 
the world to beat butterscotch. And you recall the times 
you went shopping with your neighbor and she couldn't 
resist the creamy pastel-colored mints as you passed the 
candy counter. Then there is Turkish delight and fluffy 
divinity fudge to be made for that dear old friend of 
Grandma’s. Her ‘sweet tooth’ can’t quite manage the 
toffees and nutty fudges that go into the box for the absent 
son or brother. There is so much satisfaction in preparing 
this really personal gift that you are sure to find yourself 
saying “Now I wonder who else would like some of these;” 
and before you finish there are boxes of every shape and size 
each displaying a choice collection of luscious Christmas 
candy. 

What shall it be this Christmas? Of course everybody 
who makes candy at Christmas has a few specials that are as 
traditional in the family circle, as the tree or the turkey, and 
as unfailing as dear old Santa Claus. But to complete the 
assortment you will want others. First there are the fudges, 
always popular, appearing throughout the season on the 
bridge tables, in the boxes that go to the boarding school, 
members of the family, or just appearing because somebody 
felt like making candy. Once you learn the secret of making 
good fudge you can produce an endless number of variations. 
Here’s what we have found to be the secret — first, no stirring 
after the sugar has dissolved. Second, cooking to just the 
right point, that is the ‘‘soft ball’’ stage or best of all use a 
candy thermometer and boil to 238 degrees F. and, last, 
allowing the candy to stand in the saucepan undisturbed 


until cool. Beat the fudge until creamy and at just the 
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All the old time spirit of Christmas can be gathered into 


the decorative boxes of these original candies, suggested 


by the Institute for your friendly greetings 
by M. Frances Hucks, 


of the Institute Staff 


right moment—that is just when it begins to get stiff, pour 
it into a buttered pan to a depth of about three-quarters of 
an inch and let it cool. If everything has been done right the 
result will be smooth creamy squares—-and make them 
generous, one and one-quarter to one and one-half inches 
wide—-with a luscious shiny surface all rough and “‘swirly.”’ 

We like to put fudges in two main classes—those that 
have chocolate and those that have not. From the two 
types so delicious in themselves we can produce a host of 
novel candies. For Christmas variations try some of these 
suggestions. 

Add one cupful of shelled Brazil nuts cut in fairly large 
pieces to chocolate fudge. Shape the fudge like little Christ- 
mas trees instead of putting it in a pan, and roll in finely 
chopped nuts. Add one-third cupful of small seedless raisins, 
one-third cupful of chopped candied cherries, one-half 
cupful of chopped walnuts and a few grains of cinnamon 
to the chocolate fudge. Add chopped candied orange peel 
and chopped candied ginger to chocolate fudge. Add one 
half cupful of shredded cocoanut to the non-chocolate or 
‘Maple Cream”’ as we are wont to call it. By the way, real 
“maple cream’”’ is made with maple syrup or maple sugar. 
Add chopped dates and figs to the light fudge. Add chopped 
almonds and flavor with almond extract. Many others will 
occur to you when you once begin, but we can’t dwell too 
long on fudge, there are other candies to make. 


IVINITY candy is really a fudge too, but seems different 

it is so light and airy, like any mixture made by pouring 

a syrup on to beaten egg whites. Christmas variations of this 

are easy too. Chopped candied cherries and a little pink 

coloring, or a teaspoonful of the juice from maraschino 

cherries, will give a holiday color. Or try a bit of maple 
flavoring and some chopped pecan nuts. 

Fondant candies offer excellent opportunities for exer- 

cising decorative abilities. With color pastes, flavorings and 


Recipes in this article 
Delicately blended new flavors—scrumptious 
fruit combinations—new ideas in coloring 
and flavoring—answers to your candy prob- 
lems—you will find a host of ideas in this 
Institute article, together with thoroughly 
tested recipes for making 


Fondants, w th new variations 
Mints and their flavorings 
Stuffed fruits Bonbons Candied Fruits 
Raisin Almond Creams 
Christmas Divinity Candy 
Butterscotch Wafers Fruit squares 
Orange Cream Candy Turkish Delight 
Uncooked Chocolate Drops 


e 


an assortment of material for garnishing, quite professional 
looking effects can be achieved. Several suggestions for 
using fondant are listed later in the article. 

Chewy caramels and the various members of that family 
are easily made. Success is a matter of care in manipulation 
and proper temperature. Here, too, the addition of fruit, 
nuts, marshmallows and flavorings give a host of variations. 
One particularly festive adaptation of the caramel is made 
by pouring the hot syrup—boiled until brittle when tried in 
water —over stiffly beaten egg whites. To this add blanched 
chopped pistachio nuts and chopped [Continued on page 44} 
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; English Meat Pie 
iy Fluffy Turnips 
et Cranberry Mold 
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Home-made Pickles 
Shredded Cabbage in 
Tomato Jelly 
Fruited Indian Pudding 


Lemon Sauce 


Tea Coffee Salad 
Rolled Roast of Beef ues tas Chain 
> 78 WEED ae, , Individual Yorkshire Salied Nuts 
eel oe x Puddings 
me” Baked Stuffed Potatoes 


yond 


POP —» 


Helen G. Campbell, Director 


Tomato Juice Cocktail 
with Chopped Parsley 


Roast Goose with Stuffing 
Fried Red Apple Rings 
Riced Potatoes 
Creamed Cauliflower 


Cranberry Relish 


Celery 


Orange and Grapefruit 


Buttered Parsnips 


Red Pepper Relish 
Waldorf Salad in Apple Cups 
Steamed Carrot Pudding 


Brown Sugar Sauce 


Tea 


Coffee 


Cranberry Appetizer 
Assorted Canapés 
Green and Ripe Olives 
Celery Curls 
Roast Turkey 


Olives Chestnut Dressing 


Crabapple Jelly 
Mashed Potato Puff 


Brussels Sprouts 


Coffee 


Chiffonade Salad 
Vinaigrette Dressing 
Cheese Straws 
Plum Pudding Hard Sauce 
Assorted Cheese and 
Crackers 
Mints Salted Nuts 


Coffee 


Variations ona (hheistenas Menu 


Is your dinner to be planned ona budget of plenty—little—or less ! 


A CHRISTMAS dinner with all the 


abandon of the boom years, or a Christmas 
dinner on a budget? That is something for each 
of us to decide but a Christmas dinner we must 
have; it is a tradition, something to remember 
until next June and to anticipate from then on. 

We won't feel sorry for ourselves either if we 
can’t have all the frills. Many of us remember 
when chicken was something special, when nuts 
and raisins and the orange we found in our 
stocking were very festive extras, and anything so grand 
as a plum pudding appeared only once a year. That was 
our idea of sumptuous living and made the meal a thing 
apart, different from all the other meals of the year. And 
can you imagine a happier Christmas than those when 
simple fare and simple joys were the order of the day? 

After all, for real enjoyment is there anything to beat a 
good plain meal with all the family round the table—the 
young folks home for the holiday, visiting uncles, aunts, 
cousins, and perhaps, if we have a really hospitable heart, a 
few homeless bachelors or bachelor girls so self-sufficient 
ordinarily, but veritable orphans of the storm if left on 
their own at Christmas. 

Dinner is the event of the day, not second even to the 
turning out of bulging stockings or the opening of 
beribboned packages. Preparations begin early and the 
menu comes in for a good deal of consideration, for the 
Christmas spirit is upon us long before the holiday. Of 
course, it is easy to serve a “bang-up” meal if expense 
doesn’t matter, but if our pocketbooks have a flat, lean 
look, it is a little more of a problem. It can be done though, 
and it is a chance to prove what you can do with a little 
thought and planning. Perhaps you will surprise even 
yourself. 

You really do not need to follow any particular custom; 
the main thing is to serve dishes which ‘go well’ together, 
to have each one seasoned deliciously, cooked to a nicety 


by HELEN G. CAMPBELL, 


Director of the Chatelaine Institute 
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and garnished with a seasonable touch. Although we think 
of fowl as distinctly appropriate for the occasion, it isn’t 
really necessary to the success of your dinner and you may 
cut down a little here on the amount you spend. Perhaps 
you feel you cannot afford very much for this course and 
that even a roast is a bit too expensive. In that case, the 
Institute suggests an English meat pie which we have 
tested and found quite delicious and which has quite an 
air of bounty about it. It is made with round steak brushed 
with flour and nicely browned, then cooked until tender 
with plenty of diced cooked vegetables in a deep baking 
dish or casserole, and covered with crust or a topping of 
mashed potatoes. Bring it piping hot from the oven to 
your table and you need make no apologies to any one. 
With this serve some seasonable vegetable, some favorite 
relishes or cranberries which are plentiful and cheap now. 
Then a plain salad with a bit of green or red for collor, 
and tea biscuits which you can bake along with the pie or 
right afterward while the oven is still hot. If you like a 
pudding for dessert, you may take your choice from several 
delicious ones which are inexpensive yet full of fruity good- 
ness. We are suggesting a steamed Indian pudding with 
nuts and dates or prunes and served with a lemon sauce. 
Altogether we think this menu will please you and your 
guests, and if you have kept within your budget there will 
be more real good cheer at your table. 

If you have just a little more time and money to spare, 


? 


you may still keep to the simple menu in the 

; interests of economy but add another course or a 
few extras by way of accompaniments, garnishes 
and so on. For instance, there might be a clear 
tomato soup to start off with. It is inexpensive, 
appetizing, and especially attractive if sprinkled 
with chopped parsley and served with thin crisp 
crackers or Melba toast. Or a tomato juice 
cocktail for the cool tang of it, and its bright 
Christmassy look. 

Why not a roast of beef —not the most expensive cut 
for the main course? It is quite an English custom for the 
Christmas dinner, and when served with a Yorkshire 
pudding is sure to make a hit with most people any time. 
And if it isn’t all eaten you can use the remains in tasty 
dishes the next day. With this potatoes baked, browned 
in the oven, or mashed and beaten to a snowy whiteness. 
Any vegetables in season cooked just right and served 
piping hot are good. Then perhaps a Waldorf salad or a 
variation of it served in tiny red apples, hollowed out and 
set on a bed of crisp lettuce. A simple dessert would round 
out this menu—something all the family like, such as a 
pumpkin tart, an economical carrot pudding, or a black 
currant roly-poly with a brown sugar sauce. Or for some- 
thing lighter, a snow pudding, a sponge or an inexpensive 
sherbet, any of which you can dress up a bit with the 
season’s colors, and which some prefer as the end of a 
substantial meal. 


HE third menu is suggested for those to whom cost is 

not quite such a consideration, but who cannot afford 
to be too lavish. It starts off gaily with a fruit cup, any 
combination you like, topped with a sprig of mint, a cube 
of green or red jelly as something to give a bit of extra color. 
Fowl follows in all its glory, browned to a turn and stuffed 
with a savory dressing. Vegetables and fried apple rings 
with a generous dab of cranberry jelly {Continued on page 46} 
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Yo-ho for the jolly tar, 
Yo-ho for the bounding sea, 
For the sun and moon 


Stamp Out And my good soup spoon 





7" : apbell’s inside of me! 
Tuberculosis! And the Campbell's 
“ | 21 kinds to choose from... 
Asparagus Mulligatawny 
Bean Mutton 
Beet Ox Tail 
Bouillon Pea 
Celery Pepper Por 
’ Chicken with Rice Printanier 
Clam Chowder Tomato 
Consommeé Tomato-Okra 
Julienne Vegetable 
Mock Turtle Vegetable-Beef 
Vermicelli-Tomato 
' 
| 


12 cents a can 
except Chicken with Rice 
LOOK FOR THE RED-AND-WHITE LABEL 





WHEN the children come tumbling in at meal- 
time out of the snow, wind and cold, what could warm up their 


little bodies so effectively as Campbell’s Tomato Soup, piping hot? 


How thankful Mother is that they love it so—that its tempting, 
lively flavor has such an appeal to childish appetites! For here isa 
food that is as healthful as it is delicious. It is laden with the vita- 
lizing properties of summer sunshine which has reddened and 
sweetened the tomatoes to luscious ripeness on the vines. And it 


can be made ready for the table in next to no time. 


Give the children this health-laden food whenever they want 
it. Let them enjoy it often too as Cream of Tomato, easily pre- 
pared, according to the directions on the label. Order a supply of 


Campbell’s Tomato Soup from your grocer. 


Glorious hours 
at play and then 
‘++ 900d hot soup ! 





EAT SOUP 
AND KEEP WELL 


MADE IN CANADA BY THE CAMPBELL SOUP COMPANY LTD, NEW TORONTO, ONTARIO 
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Pots and pans and kitchen helps are no longer the 


L- ALWAYS the same; in spite of our 
resolution to do our Christmas shopping 
early, we just don’t get at it, seriously, 
until we tear November off the calendar 
and see the twenty-fifth of the next month 
marked in bright red letters. 

Only a little over three weeks away! 
We must make out our gift list. And what 
a way it has of growing long and longer, no matter how we 
decide to ‘cut down a bit this year.’ Oh, well, we just can’t 
be strong minded about Christmas; it’s part of the fun and 
most of the joy to find the right thing for each friend, to do 
it up in gay wrapping and send it with a cheery greeting. 
Of course, it’s a bit of a puzzle, and I couldn't hope to tell 
you what to write opposite each name. Just the same in the 
Institute we have been thinking of you, and have a few 
suggestions which may help you find the answer. 

Perhaps you have set aside less than usual for Christmas 
shopping this year and want to make every dollar do its full 
duty. Most of our friends are in the same boat, so something 
of a practical turn will be a welcome gift. 

Then why not some gadget for the kitchen? There are any 
number of useful devices for two dollars and under, which 
any woman who keeps house would like. Too prosaic, do I 
hear you say? Not a bit of it! Pots and pans are no longer 
the ugly ducklings they used to be, but bright, cheery, 
colorful, or with a soft silvery sheen. And wouldn’t a new 
saucepan or double boiler be appreciated if we choose a 
shade to match the decorative scheme of our friend’s 
kitchen? Or something in aluminum —an omelet pan which 
ensures a perfect ‘‘fold’’ or a set of muffin tins for tartlets 
and little cakes. How about a baking dish, round or square 
or oblong, of heat-proof glass or earthenware for scalloped 
dishes and puddings which you want to serve just the way 


ugly ducklings they used to be, but cheery, colorful 


and infinitely welcome everywhere 


by HELEN G. CAMPBELL, 


Director of the Chatelaine Institute 


they come from the oven? Or an old-fashioned bean pot, 
as quaint as it can be? 

What's prosaic about gaily decorated refrigerator sets 
for storing odds and ends, or a nest of polka-dotted mixing 
bowls, or pottery jugs with a plaid design, or trim little con- 
tainers for spices and staples? There are all sorts of inex- 
pensive utensils which look as Christmassy as you could 
wish, yet combine utility with their attractiveness. 

If you want something for just a few cents, there are 
“‘glasses”’ for the kitchen or the bathroom of unshatterable 
material in brilliant colors; or cups with saucers designed 
to hold sandwiches as well, and just the thing for the picnic 
basket. Would you like jelly molds? There are all kinds, 
all sizes—-plain, fluted, ribbed or fancy as you choose 
molds which turn out your salad or dessert in a ring with a 
hole in the centre, which you can fill with cress or dressing 
or whipped cream or diced fruit as the fancy takes you 
or a melon mold for a mousse or the Christmas pudding. 

Then, too, there are cookie molds and cookie cutters in a 
variety of shapes; you will find them with crinkly edges or 
odd outlines which delight the children. And for ice-box 
cookies, there are the new sets for your refrigerator which 
let you slice off hearts and spades and diamonds and clubs 
for your bridge party. And while on the theme of dressing 
up simple dishes, we think of vegetable slicers, a pastry set 
for decorating cakes and canapés, scoops to make melon or 


potato balls, handy little devices for slicing 
eggs and tomatoes evenly and quickly and 
efficiently, cutters for mincing parsley in 
less time than it takes to tell it 

Speaking of labor savers brings to mind 
many things like egg-beaters of different 
kinds, food choppers, cream whippers, 
graters which clamp on the edge of the 
table —for nuts, cheese and so on —and a rubber protector 
for the table when you use such devices. And, too, a double 
action flour sifter, a purée sieve for vegetables and fruits, a 
reinforced strainer which sits over a bowl and has a little 
roller to go with it, a wire dish drainer, a package ol 
absorbent paper towels in a neat metal cabinet-- oh, dozens 
of things which help to make work easy and interesting. To 
relieve us of one tedious job there is a little gadget to nip 
the cores from grapefruit, another for blending fat and flour 
when making pastry, another with a rubber edge for scraping 
plates and dishes. And to save our tempers there is a knife 
sharpener which really does work, can openers you can 
depend on for a clean cut edge, lifters or tongs for hot foods 
like baked potatoes, boiled eggs or corn on the cob, a covered 
chopper for onions to save our tears, funnels of different 
sizes for filling jars and neat little tricks for unscrewing 
stubborn tops. Not to mention a cake tester to save the 
broom, a rolling pin for a variety of purposes, fruit juice 
extractors which give the orange or the grapefruit or the 
tomato a fw bad moments but catch all the juice, and a 
thermometer--oven or candvy—to make sure the tempera- 
ture is just right. 

But to get back to absolute essentials of a well-equipped 
kitchen. Let us consider the galaxy of knives and spoons 
which serve so many purposes. And can you think of a 
more acceptable gift than a stainless [Continued on page 63) 
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‘I prescribed Yeast*... 
Soon her intestines were 
‘regular’ again,’ explains 
Dr. ROGER SAvIGNAC 


so 





“For constipation the best remedy is fresh yeast,” states DR. SAVIGNAC. He shows with X-ray how yeast keeps intestines clean. 


Read this ‘CASE HISTORY’ as described by a famous Paris doctor! 


HE DOCTOR pictured above is con- 
sidered one of the three greatest spe- 
cialists in his field in France. 

He is Dr. Roger Savignac, of Paris, 
author of “Toxic Troubles in Constiza- 
tion,” and he is telling about a typical case 
from his own practice. He says:— 

“The patient, age 28, had a good constitu- 
tion, but complained of headaches, tiredness ... was 


very depressed. She had had several attacks of 
furunculosis (boils) ... 


“TI had her X-rayed ... discovered ‘tired,’ clogged 
intestines. She admitted she had been constipated 
for years—had used laxatives constantly. 


“I prescribed yeast. Soon her evacuations became 
regular, her headaches ceased —she was her old 
self again.” 

Have you ever thought of trying yeast? 

Eaten regularly, this simple fresh food actu- 
ally “tones” and strengthens the intestines. At 
the same time it moistens and softens the food 
wastes that accumulate in the body daily. 

Thus fresh yeast gently prompts regular, 
natural eliminations .. . clears the system of 
poisons. In this way the chief underlying 


cause of that draggy, “no good” feeling... 
of so much indigestion, discomfort and really 
serious illness is dispelled! 

If you’re seeking true health and a lovely, 
clear complexion ... if you want a fuller re- 
serve of strength... don’t put off adopting 
this method endorsed by medical authorities 
for 75 years. Just eat 3 cakes of Fleischmann’s 
Yeast every day, regularly—starting now! 

You can eat Fleischmann’s Yeast just plain, 
or dissolved in a third of a glass of water—be- 
fore meals, or between meals 
and at bedtime. It’s very rich 
in health-giving vitamins B,G 
and D. For free booklet on 
Yeast for Health, write Dept. 
C-12, Standard Brands Ltd., 
Room $802 Dominion Square 
Building, Montreal, P. Q. 


DR. LATZEL, noted Vienna specialist 
on the intestines, says: ‘‘Cathartics, 
used steadily, aggravate constipation... 
Fresh yeast restores normal action of 
the intestines... 
digestive Juices...improves digestion. 


increases the flow of 
” 


**The Doctors are Right’’ 


don of Toronto. 


instead of just clogging up my system.’’ 


*EMPORTANT! 


effective form, the kind doctors advise. 


















**T was run-down and irritable,’’ writes H. C. Gor- 
‘*Fleischmann’s Yeast had done 
wonders for a friend of mine. I began eating it my- 
self—three cakes a day in milk. My appetite im- 
proved and the food I ate seemed to turninto energy 


Fleischmann's Yeast for 
health—in the foil-wrap- 
ped cake with the yellow label-is yeast in its fresh, 


At gro- 


cers, restaurants, drug stores and soda fountains, 
BUY MADE-IN-CANADA GOODS 
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Of course, there are all kinds of queer things that no one but Santa Claus could be expected 


to understand. 


Who else could translate “‘shurtess”’ or “‘somishzen’’ for instance? 


SANTAS MAIL 


Tocox WELL to the letters and bills and 
advertisements you receive in the mails these 
days! 

They are touched with the essence of fairy- 
land. They have been hobnobbing with magic 
in the red pillar boxes and post-office bins! For 
this is the time when Santa Claus sends and 
receives his mail. 

Hundreds of thousands of letters are posted 
to him from every corner of the country. Some 
are addressed in English, and some in French, 
and some in a confidential script that might be 
anything at all. In the last days of September 
these romantic missives begin their journeyings. 
By Christmas time the post-office people are handling them 
by truckloads. 

“Mr. Santa Claus, North Pole, World” is direction 
enough to reach him. “Santy, Ice Palace, Northern 
Hemisphere” has carried a letter to his headquarters. 
Wherever they come from, however addressed, sent from a 
fairytale into a fairytale, Santa Claus sees all his letters. 

Sometimes he reads them over the shoulders of unsus- 
pecting writers in their own homes. Sometimes he sorts 
them out in odd faraway corners of the north. Sometimes 
he studies them in the offices of charitable organizations — 
he is everywhere these days. His mail is gathered for him 
in the most surprising places, by the most surprising people. 
Though you mightn’t suspect it, the Royal Canadian 
Mounted Police are his emissaries; and there is at least one 
fire hall in Canada where he foregathers nightly with his 
friends, the firemen, to share with them the letters they 
have collected for him. 

His letters are not read as you and I might read our 
letters, just to keep in touch with friends far away, or to 
know what is happening to people out of sight. 


ANTA CLAUS’S mail is a high road into the heart of 
childhood. Because of the letters of hundreds of 
thousands, he knows the desires «f millions. 


He knows, for instance, thai eight-year-old boy may 
sometimes want “‘a new dictiona e English language,” 
ind that litt hom an or n might suspect 
of being 1 “two-wheel 


ist in dolls ing 
bicycles making sure of “air : es. 


” 





Every Christmas it is a high road into the heart 
of childhood— in the majority of cases with the 


most surprising in ormation, 


by MARIAN DOUGLAS 
Illustrated by FRANK MA TTESON 


What wouldn’t perplexed uncles and aunts give for the 
knowledge Santa Claus possesses! 

Little girls of ten and twelve ask, over and over again, 
for ‘pleated bloomers.”” One wanted hers so badly that she 
added, ‘‘I will save up all my money so you can buy them.” 

Some one has asked for a mud turtle, and dozens and 
dozens for baby brothers and sisters. And one unpractical 
poet has been known to request, quite definitely, ‘‘a doggie 
in my stocking.” 

Of course, there are all kinds of queer things that no one 
but Santa Claus could be expected to understand. It is 
easy perhaps to guess at ‘“‘a bacon set,” but who, unless 
Santa Claus helped him, could translate “shurtess,”’ 
“somisheen,” “rishwosh,”’ or “a hicky to keep my dolls’ 
clothes in?” 

Occasionally, quite frankly, Santa’s supernatural powers 
are called into action. 

“T would like a doll and also a few other things which 
you will be able to guess,” is a subtle bit of cajolery that 
seems to augur well for this young lady’s future. 

“Dare Santa,” wrote one little girl who couldn’t make 
up her mind, “I want you to bring me the first thing on the 
page. I am going to ask you for more things but wish you 
to bring me the first thing I ask for.” 

In theory it sounds excellent; in practice it didn’t work 
out so simply. The “things” were all so muddled and 
scattered helter skelter, some written sideways and some 
crowded into corners that Santa Claus must have been 
clever indeed to know which it was she wrote first of all. 

Then there are those admirable one-track minds that 


never have any hesitation. “Dear Santa Claus, 
don't forget the train I asked you about last 
Christmas. Yours truly, Robert.” 

The letters divide themselves naturally into 
groups, or types. They paint little pictures of 

etheir writers. 

What a busy little person is ‘““Marjorie,”” who 
wants “a chair to carry around; and how 
domestic is Dorothy, who asks for ‘‘a broom to 
help Mama.”’ 

Two sisters listed, on the one hand, “‘a bottle 
of perfume, a pare of beads, a box of hand- 
kerchiefs,””’ and on the other, ‘“‘strong boots, a 
pair of gloves, a toothbrush and goloshes.”’ 

Here is the suggestion of a first, sweet flutter in Society. 
“Please bring me some dishes so I can have a party on my 
birthday.”” And here the echo of a first bewildering sorrow, 
in a letter that starts out chattily enough: ‘Dear Santa 
Claus. I want to tell you about November 12th. I was 
sitting on a chair and I thought of you, so I said to myself, 
I want a big doll and a carriage. I had a doll, but mother 
lent it to a little girl and she broke it. I never had a doll 
broke before.” 

How is this for a family ‘group’? snapshot? ‘Please 
bring me some toys, and bring my brother a big airplane 
and my mother a nice coat bring my father a pair of working 
shoes and my sister a nice coat and dress.” 

For any one brought up with two or three in a family, 
what familiar scenes must have preceded the writing of 
this: ‘‘My baby brother would like a doll to cuddle. He 
always wants my doll.” 


HERE seems to be a responsibility in having a family 

and friends that looms large at Christmas time. Children 
who have established intimate relations with the merry old 
Saint in years gone by write to him on behalf of others. 

“Please Santa may J by the baby something?” was the 
brief epistle posted by one anxious elder brother. 

“For my baby brother who cannot talk yet,’’ laboriously 
inscribed a child who signed herself seven and a half, 
“I would like you to bring him a big bowncey ball.” 

“My brother would like a honeymoon express,” is the 
intriguing postscript to a letter from the west; and some- 
where in Ontario lives the Damon (Continued on page 36) 
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At boarding school the first creams she 


‘ As Pe SOctCly weman 


ever used 


Mes. du Pout 














At BoaRDING SCHOOL 
Miss Elizabeth Wrenn, she was still in her teens. “At 


boarding school I used these two creams all the time,” 


AT boarding school,” says Mrs. du Pont, “when I 

first realized the importance of caring for my 
skin, | turned to Pond’s Two Creams ... I wanted 
to look “my best’ for my first parties! 

“Today 1 am simply devoted to those same two 
creams! 

“In St. Moritz, I never went out without Pond’s 
Vanishing Cream on my face. The air is so fright- 
fully cok | and the sun so very brilliant, that alin 
you have a good coating of protection, your face 
goes slnaladal ly purple! 

“In Bermuda, I found Pond’s Vanishing Cream 
absolutely essential as a protection against blister- 
ing. I got a marvelous coat of tan, and never blis- 
tered at all! 

“Everybody in the young married set seems to favor 


Tune in on Pond’s, Fridays, 9:30 P.M..E.S.T. Continuous dance music rhythmed for actual dancing... 


Mrs. du Pont in 1922 when, as 


“IT have 


SUYS_: 


As Younc Society Woman— Mrs. E. Wrenn du Pont, in 
a photograph taken this year. “ Today I depend 
upon them to keep my skin fresh and smooth always.” 


Pond’s ... Tean’t think of any reason for it except that 
Pond’s Creams really are just grand! They feel won- 
derful on your skin. And they answer every purpose 


“How I use the Cold Cream: A Swell Cleanser. I never 
found a cream that goes into my skin better, and gets it both 
clean and refreshed at the same time. I use it before parties 
and after. It makes me feel glorious. 

“To Rest My Skin. When I've had a very trying day, a good 
cleansing with Pond’s Cold Cream, then a fresh creaming and 
a short nap with it on takes all the tiredness from my face. 


“A Rub into Neck and Shoulders every so often. Keeps 
my skin supple as a young savage’s. 


“The Things I use the Vanishing Cream for: Protects 


from Chapping and from Sunburn. It’s great for that. Tean't 


say too much about Pond’s Vanishing Cream as a protection. 


“ Heals all sorts of little roughnesses. I can actually see it 


kept right on using them. 


They are simply grand for the skin” 


In December, the stinging snows 
of St. Moritz ... In March, the 
blistering sands of Bermuda... 
To Lake Placid ... To California 
... By plane or train... Mrs. 
du Pont tells a spirited story of 
the sport-loving life she leads— 
and the two creams that keep her 


skin lovely through it all! 


3 Exquisite Pond’s Preparations 


The Cold Cream—for cleansing and 
softening. The Vanishing Cream—pro- 
tects, and holds the powder. The Tissues 
—more absorbent than ordinary tissues, 


smooth away little rouglinesses whenever I have been careless, 


“The Best Finish to a Beauty Treatment. It’s the best 
base for rouge and powder. You know you are going to look 


fresh and groomed for hours.” 


Try these marvelous creams yourself. You will find, like 
Mrs. du Pont, that they are actually all you need, 


Send 10¢ for Pond’s Two Creams, 
Tissues and Freshener 


MADE IN CANADA 


Ponp’s Extract Co, or CaNnabA, L’p., Dept. M 
167 Brock Avenue Toronto, Ont, 


Name ee 
Street eiutndaiies 


City Province 


All rights reserved by Pond's Extract Co. of Canada, Ltd, 


Leo Reisman and his Orchestra—WEAF and NBC Network 








Even if we must be economical this year, that’s 
no reason why our Christmas gifts shouldn't be 
chosen with nice perception. A bottle of some 
favorite hand lotion—Jergens Lotion, Italian 
Balm, or Hind’s Honey and Almond Cream, 

would be certain to find welcoming hands. 


Maybe she uses Pond’s, Daggett & Ramsdell, or Ambrozia 
preparations. Or perhaps she would like to be introduced 
to them through the kind offices of Santa Claus. 


A gay litile box of many-colored soaps—Vinolia Old 

English Lavender—is a new note for the bathroom. With 

it, if one liked, one might give a bottle of Vinolia bath 

salts and Vinolia lavender water. Or she might like those 

Joundation creams or lotions that are particularly lovely 

for evening make-up, Gouraud’s Oriental Cream and 
Lotion Oriental. 


Glazo’s soft, easily packable manicure set would be 

appreciated by the occasional wanderer. The Woodbury’s 

sel is for gentlemen only—soap, shaving cream, talc, and 
after-shaving lotion. 


A shell-pink box with silver lettering—Elizabeth Arden’s 
exquisite bath luxury set, and next to it, Evening in Paris 
Bath Crystals and new Eau de Cologne, stunning in thetr 
sapphire and silver dress. Seventeen’s little suede finish 
case of compact, perfume and lipstick, right at the bottom 
of the page, would make another charming gift. 
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The gilt that enhances her charm 1s 
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the gilt most suitable says 


Annabelle Lee— 


rom One ‘Woman o 
to Aster | 


OU KNOW, I can think of no nicer gift one 
\ woman can give another than scmething that 
will accent her charm. It may be jewellery, 

lingerie, an accessory for her dress, or again It may 

be a favorite cream or skin lotion, a bottle of per- 

fume, toilet water, soaps, bath salts, or more 

luxurious--a set of toiletries in a well known, { 
reliable make. And, personally, 1 should be inclined 

to choose beauty preparations beyond all other 

gifts, for they ‘‘do something” to a woman seem to 

awaken all her femininity. Why, I have known the 

novelty of a bottle of especially nice astringent and a 

skin patter to brighten [Continued on page 37} 
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Who doesn't yearn for the newest in compacts? The 1933 
brand are very chic indeed. Coty’s have delightiul porcelain 
bowls and swansdown putts. Dorothy Gray's new Evenin 
Compact ts lovely in black and silver 
¢ 
Perhaps she would like a make-up kit of Tangee cream 
and powder rouge with lipstick. Or there ts the neu ‘ 


Miami Tan powder and purple eve shadow in the Gutdoor 
Girl line, that would intrigue her. The new Culex manicur 
ing sel is a miracle of completeness. It contains everything 
vou could desire for the nails even a small finger rest 
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® Fresh from its holiday wrapping, the Kodak ® The Kodak is a welcome guest on a skiing ® Mother becomes interested—snaps some ac- ® Spring days now—Dad snaps Mother and 
takes its first picture—Christmas morning exe party—Marion makes this snapshot that will tion pictures of Junior and the dog Skippy on Marion together—a picture you'll find enlarged 
citement around the tree. thrill her ‘‘gang’’ for years to come. the front steps—good ones, too. and framed on his desk at the office. 





| 

















® The first fishing trip—a snapshot 
of the ‘‘men’’ of the family trying 
hard to lure in a wily perch. 


® And here’s Junior making ® Kodak goes to the beach—gets this appeal- ® And so on through the year, the Kodak 
another trip for cookies, with ing snapshot of the youngsters, to be prized in keeps the family history in pictures, recording 
the least expenditure of effort. the picture record of their growing up. happy days for everyone’s enjoyment. 













No GirT finds a greater welcome or gives more 
pleasure than the Kodak gift of picture making. 
Man, woman, boy or girl responds to its thrill. 
Kodaks priced aslow as $5. Brownies as low as$1.75. 
See your Kodak dealer. Make your selection now. 


Canadian Kodak Co., Limited, Toronto, Ontario. 


41. KODAK SIX-16. Smart, gay, simple. The most compact and 
easily carried camera made for its picture size (212 x 4'4). Brown 

as well as black. Priced from $11.25. With true Kodak Anastig- 
mat lens, £.6.3, $17.50. With f.4.5 lens, $32. 


2. BEAU BROWNIE. The aristocrat of box cameras. Beautiful, 
efficient, inexpensive. Comes in favorite colors lakes excellent 
pictures. For 2'4x3'% pictures, $1.25, For 22x 44 pictures, $5.25, 
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Gifts with Needle and Thread 


From Chatelaine’s Handicraft Studio 


Aun the suggestions shown on this page may be 
quickly and easily made in the few spare moments left 
before Christmas Eve arrives. They may be crdered from 
Marie Le Cerf, Chatelaine, 143 University Avenue, Toronto. 
Each order will be filled immediately it is received in the 
studio, but be careful, where color selection of materials and 
threads is indicated, to state your particular requirements. 
Prices include postage, and articles shown in previous issues 
can also be supplied at any time. Remittance should be 


sent by postal note or money order, or if in cash, by regis- 
tered mail. If sending cheque, it is necessary to add fifteen 
cents exchange. 





A The two groups of Christmas cards pictured above 
are included in the one beautiful assortment, available 
to readers at an extraordinarily low price. There are twenty- 
one in the box—all of them made in Canada of the very 
finest of stocks, with matching envelopes. Bought indi- 
vidually, they cost almost three times as much. Price $1. 


No. C155—Four dainty fingertip towels—hollyhocks 
on green linen, violets and wreath on yellow, and yellow 
daisies on blue linen. Or, if desired, the designs can be 
obtained on any colored linen ordered. Size 12 by 18 inches; 
price 25 cents each. Hollyhock cottons, 10 cents; cottons 


it ba i Bit hte 


“7 


for other designs, 5 cents each. If working set, 15 cents 


worth of cottons will be sufficient. 


No. C169 

white linen and worked in black 
inches—a postcard size frame will take design. 
pair 35 cents, including cottons for working. 


A quaint little pair of pictures stamped on 
cross stitch. Size 6 by 9 
Price per 


No. C157—A crisp looking serviette envelope, 
to keep your table napkins fresh and smooth 
Stamped on white linen and worked in any two colors 
desired. Size 12 by 12 inches. {Continued on page 69} 
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LS Christmas economy pus on sme Wt... 


when gay Cutex Gilt Sets cost so very little 











@ The DE LUXE SET 
is enclosed in shin- 
ing chromium plate, 
complete with big 
bottles of all 4 Cutex 
Essentials and a 
fascinating supply 
of *‘et ceteras.”’ Very 
impressive and 
doesn't set you back 
too much. 


@®The 5-MINUTE 
SET sports a case 
that’s so handsome 
(pink and gold)... 
and so enduring (in 
sturdy metal)... 
that ladies refill it 
again and again, 
useit for years. This 
famous set is yours 
for next to nothing! 


@® The TRAVELING 
SET! Gaily implies 
that you live on 
round - the - world 
cruises. But you'll 
find it also fits your 
dressing table draw- 
er, office beauty kit 
and overnight bag. 
Good set — grand 
value. 
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HAT you can get these little mas- 

Y terpieces for this year is going to 
be an eye opener to you! 

The Cutex Compact Set (including 
absolutely everything you can think 
of for glorifying the modern finger 
nail—and toe nail, too—don’t be old- 
fashioned) is practically being given 


away to deserving Christmas shoppers! 


Anyway, the price is insignificant. 
Really. 

Although, if you still have a fine 
big home over your head and want to 
do the Handsome Thing by Someonc, 
you can splurge just a tiny bit on the 
glittering Cutex De Luxe Set. Or the 
new Cutex Club Kit, very swanky in 
either brown or black leather (real), 
with patented fastening. 


Or you can create an expensive at- 


@®The new price 
tag on the CUTEX 
COMPACT SET is 
bound to make a 
great big hit... 
and it’s now fully 
equipped to handle 
a manicure from 
start to finish! Re- 
peats this trick 
many times, too. 


mosphere for comparatively little with 
two exquisite pink and gold sets... the 
Cutex Marquise Set with a bakelite 
tray and bottles that stand up... and 
the Cutex Boudoir Set, trés élégant, 
with bakelite tray. 

The Boudoir Set and Club Kit con- 
tain a tiny porcelain finger rest for 
applying polish —just too sweet. 


Now, besides being financially in tune with 
everybody's purse—women adore Cutex. 

Cutex prevents females of the Mean Variety 
from finding Anything to criticize. And does 
something to admiring males that they don’t 
understand but quite regularly fall for. 

So let no winsome maiden of your acquaint- 
ance scamper to her Christmas Tree this 
Yuletide without finding one of these Cutex 
gems tied to a prominent branch. 

Nortnam Warren * Montreal, New York, Paris 
























Prices to suit every purse 35¢ to $4.50 








? Chatelaine, December, 1932 
vw 
» 


‘aS 0, | 







Swing mirrors may be 

bought very reasonably, 

ready for painting al 
home. 





An ordinary hanger and some uO 


clothes pegs make a neat carry- ¥ \ 
all for stockings, 
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Sixpence << 


The pierrot costume for this 
by long-legged boudotr doll can 
be made from Chatelaine 


pattern No. 491, price 
Helen Johnson Jifteen cents. 


A x REALLY, the Christmas gifts shown on this 


page need scarcely cost more. Given an attic cluttered with 
disused articles, or even a scrap bag bulging with faded 
glories, a little ingenuity will produce the most charmingly 
intimate gifts. There’s a great deal of fun in the process. 
too, which people who carelessly buy their presents can 
never know. 

After all, it’s the suitability of a gift that matters, whether 



















Some old upholstery 

material and some oilcloth 

for a lining make one of 

the smart new shopping 
bags. 
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it takes the form of sables or a needle case. And that is / ¢ 
sat” vias Gaitin aails Ga oan ae at is / SBRIDGE } 
where the home-made gift wins out; (Continued on page 58) / ¢ ei ie g , 
/ oar \ 
$ Gy ti a 
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t ef 
Russet brown, golden | ; ~~ , WS 
yellow, deep orange and 4 ; 
green raffia work trans- ‘ S ) 
forms ordinary sacking c' f It is a simple matter to 
. ‘ ee 
s 
into a gay and useful bag. 4 , — trace and appliqué a design 
+ 1 upon an old scrap of velvet 
/ 4 / to make this perky hot- 
: ; water-bottle cover. 






re 
Parchment and oil paints 7 \ San, 


produce all sorts of novel- ~e 
lies, such as this bridge — \Y 
score pad. p> ° 







A compact litile needle case 
for the traveller. 


Although you'd never guess 
iu, Peking the Peke is 
really a pin cushion in 
disguise. He is made with 
strands of yarn. 












A sophisticated stag in 
. tight little French knots 


~ 
aN 4 ee dy leaps nimbly upona woollen 
én - & cushion. 
Old flannel sheets and blankets 
are used to make this delightful 


nursery pilloy The design ts 
done in appliqué. 












Trace any design 

you please on to 

ivory parchment and 

fashion a lampshade 
like this. 







A Victorian lady to shade some 
one’s bed light. What could be 
more charming or more simply a 
made? 
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hells. Thev were silent, breathing in the 
cold, crisp air 

“Dexter. you're so secure!” 
mured. ‘We are so comfortably organize 
for life. I’m glad we don’t have to get out 


of this warm place and climb that monstrous 
We'll just sit here in the sleigh and 
who don’t 


ski hill 
pretend we're the kind of people 
buy tickets for the ski jump. Then we'll go 
out to the bob run for tea.” 

He looked down at her and smiled with 
toleration. “I wish I could climb up there,” 


he said, feeling his injured knee under the 
robes. ‘‘They may break a record on the 
hill this afternoon. It’s been carefully 


engineered according to scientific theories 
of ski-jumping mechanics, so that the arc 
of trajectory closely parallels 

“Please, let’s don’t talk,” 
with a short, confused murmur of discom- 
fort. “Just breathe this gorgeous air.” But 
suddenly there was a shout from a cutter 
which sailed smoothly around a bend in the 
road behind them, a voice which 
arrested her formal breathing. She turned 
and saw a young man in blue trousers and 
yellow jacket standing in the cutter beside a 
girl, waving a gloved hand 

“Bill Burleson !”’ she cried 

“Race you to the bob run.” he 

chained Lightning a tap with the 
re spirited animal broke into a 
gallop and moved up to them, so that for a 
noment the two plumes on the horses’ 
heads danced in rhythmic unison. ‘Loser 
buys a high grade of hot chocolate!”’ 

“Race them,” urged Sybil under her 
breath. ‘“‘“Who wants to see the ski jump?” 
\nd when Johnny made no response she 
rose from her seat and reined the horse to a 
They passed the ski hill—a white 
ribbon soaring up to the clouds between 
gaily decked grandstands The pair of 
cutters flew before the wind down a side of 
that precipitous hill and thundered across a 
snowed-under bridge with sharp metallic 

The bob run loomed up before them 
like a zigzag writing on the mountain 


she begged, 


snowy 


called, 
giving 


™ 
INS ne 


gallop 


clicks 
now 
wall. 

On the approach road before the club- 
house they pulled up with Chained Light- 
ning leading them by several lengths. Mildly 
shrieking with laughter they got down. and 
Bill picked up Sybil by the elbows and 
whirled her about him for breathless 
moments, while Dexter Blaine regarded the 
pair with faint amusement 

Miss Montagu Pready smiled 
sweetish expression and came close to them. 
“Bill got me away from the city,”’ she said, 
“with his tales of the robust familiarity of 
winter sportsmen. My dear, this is the first 
time I’ve had the opportunity to observe 
it.” Vaguelv now she laughed. “I’ve always 
lived more or less formally in the city.” 


with a 


“Oh! Sybil moved away from him, and 
questioned |his eyes 
“Oh, no,” supplied Miss Pready with a 


‘Nothing like matrimony yet. 


lazy drawl 
gone in for luxuries since he 


Bill's simply 
began holding down his father’s desk.”’ 

Sybil wondered aloud if Miss Pready 
could really be considered a luxury, and 
they all laughed gaily. But standing before 
the burning logs in the clubhouse, she looked 
up at Bill with the questioning regard again, 
and it pleased him that she was piqued at 
While Montagu asked in 
manner for the complete 
history of Mr. Dexter Blaine—why, if he 
were not in college, he wasn’t working 
Sybil leaned closer to him, and said: “What 
happened to your job?” 

“I quit,” Bill said, unabashed, “because 
the Marquise D’Espinay came into the 
snort shop of our branch at Quebec and 
cancelled her patronage when they showed 
It seems that the 


the uncertainty 
the new blunt 


her horizon blue ski sunts 
sight of light blue gives her nervous head 
aches, and I had telegraphed the store from 
Murray Bay that the Marquise was wearing 
nothing but horizon blue. That's life with 
a vengeance.” 


smiled irrepressibly “I'm = glad. 


She 
Long ago you should have 


I] warned you. 
into something more substantial, 


gone 
something i 
“It’s something clean now,’ he said. 


“Coal.” 


] 


She 
~ laughed. 


ved him suspiciously, then 
“Something No improvement, 
Bil. ¥ haven't changed But a hand 
crept out almost disinterestedly and brushed 
his sleeve. She said with a trace 
“Not just holding down your father’s 
desk while he’s playing Are you 
making good at selling coal?” 

“Tons and tons and tons.” he 
“Everybody loves coal. Don’t we hu 
radiators when we can’t get hot coals?” 


solid, too 


Ol eager- 
ness 


‘ lf? 
PO 


She laughed again, and invited him to 
meet her guests 3ut when he lifted her 
impulsively by the elbows Miss Pready 
came to them with her sweetish smile. 
“No,” she said, ‘‘you can't have Bill. 


four men at our cottage, and 
we need them for 


We've only 
when they’re not dancing 
bridge.” 
“A house guest,”’ advised Bill, ‘‘in 
possessive case, Moreover.” 
They stood before the glass and watched a | 
bobsled shoot through the final curve with a 
cloud of ice sparks and snow which shot | 
up behind as the brakes caught hold. Monty | 
“I want to ride | 
things,” she said, | 
“You said you'd | 


the 


looked on, her eyes wide 
down on one those 

turning to Bill Burleson 
take me down.”’ 

Bill Burleson flushed. Dexter Blaine, 
looking up, vaguely smiled; it was rather a 
curious triumph he enjoyed. He knew Bill 
hadn't a license to drive. 

But Sybil came swiftly to his side. 
said, a little cautiously: “Have you earned | 
the license to drive?”’ For a moment their | 
eyes met. 

“Not yet,” he said 


of 


She 


who had _ just 
the clubhouse, 


HE four bobsledders, 

come down. entered 
shaking off powdered snow. They were a 
team. They eyed Bill Burleson | 
curiously when he said: “I saw the super- | 
intendent today. If I drive down five times 
without flinching at a single point of the 


SW iss 


course. I'll get my license back again. I’m 
to be watched at every major curve. The 
sup. has his eves on me at Zig Zag. If I 


even flinch in the face, show any signs of 
funk or skid in Zig Zag, I lose.”’ 

Dexter Blaine was explaining his accident 
to Montagu Pready, who seemed to lose 
her enthusiasm for the ride. She was quiet 
now. 

“T'll go up,” Bill said, ‘while you're 
having tea. You can pick up the pieces 
down here at the bottom.” 

Looking after him Sybil Monday smiled. 
“Luck to you!"’ she said, as he went out 
into the snow. But her eyes seemed to say: | 
“T still don’t trust you and that Satan.”’ 

The Swiss driver, who sat beside him on 
the long trek up the mountain offered 
advice. “Get the accident out of your mind. 
Don’t think about it. It sometimes happens 
to the best of drivers.” 

“What happens?” he begged, in a voice 
which he could not recognize as his own, so 
harsh and strained it sounded now. 

“That The German pointed to his | 
hands. 

Bill looked down and saw that his hands | 
were again trembling as from an ague. 

“You'll be all right after you’ve driven 
the bob through a couple of times. Have 
the brakeman cut down the speed on all | 
the curves, and you take them low. Don't | 
rise out of the trough.” 

When they jumped down from the trailer 
at the starting tower a crowd came from 
the platform to meet them. He stood watch- | 


ing the Swiss team get a start. flying 
smoothly down the first incline. Then he 
helped them move Satan into position 


For a moment he admired the shining red 
rocket, but, looking up, found the starter | 
eyeing him curiously. He tried to steel | 
himself against the trembling of his hands, | 
for it was his turn now. 

The bugle sounded from the tower, and a 
voice droned into the microphone which | 
broadcast the start to the stations on the | 
major curves. Sybil Monday would be 
listening down there. ‘Track clear 
Burleson in the driver’s seat with number 
two behind him number three and the 
brakeman standing by, ready to shove off 

ready. Burleson just exchanged the 
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does away forever 
with revealing 
telltale outlines 


the new 
Phantom* Kotex 


SANITARY NAPKIN 
(Can. Pat. applied for) 






Far, far ahead of any 
sanitary pad you’ve 
ever used before ! 
Unique! Revolutionary! 


NEVER AGAIN need you worry! 
Phantom Kotex is here, with ends 
flattened and skilfully tapered, 
fashioned to fit smoothly, perfectly, 
under close-fitting gowns. They per- 
mit no slightest hint of a revealing 
wrinkle — even under the filmiest 
fabrics. 

Do not be confused. Other sani- 
tary pads calling themselves form- 
fitting; other styles with so-called 
tapered ends, are in no sense the 
same as the new Phantom Kotex, 


Can. Pat. applied for. 


Soft, highly absorbent 

Not one of the original Kotex 
features has been sacrificed to attain 
this new-day result. You'll find here 
that same softness, that delicacy, that 
has made you insist upon genuine 
Kotex. Supreme safety, too. Dis- 
posable of course. Canadian hospi- 
tals alone bought millions of Kotex 
pads last year. 

Here is the same Kotex quality 
you have always known. Plus vastly 
improved design. And—think of 
this—there is no increase in price! 
Never were Kotex prices so low! 

Make sure, when buying it wrap- 
ped, that you do get genuine Kotex. 
For your protection, each tapered 
end of the new pad is now plainly 
stamped “Kotex”. Onsale at drug, 
dry goods, and department stores, 
Kotex Company of Canada 
Limited, Toronto. 


PHANTOM* KOTEX 


so called because—you 
scarcely realize you are 
wearing it! 

No revealing outlines—The 
new PHANTOM KOTEX is flattened 
and tapered so that ends are com- 
pletely inconspicuous. 
Greater security—The 
smooth, snug fit gives greater 
wearing ease than you've ever 
before experienced. 
Lastingly soft— disposable 

The same softness and absor- 
bency for which Kotex is famous. 
Disposable always. 2448 


















KOTEe x 


MADE IN CANADA 


Note! Kotex—now at your dealer’s— 
marked “ Form- Fitting” is the new 
Phantom*® Kotex 
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In legend and in reality for thousands of years, Beauty was the gift of the 





/ 
Sa 


Ode 


gods. Today, at this Christmas time, Beauty is yours to give. Elizabeth Arden 
has captured it, filled jars and bottles and boxes with it, made Beauty into a 
tangible thing that you can give to your friends e To give Beauty is to antici- 
pate every woman's desire. To give an Elizabeth Arden gift of beauty is to ful- 


fill feminine aspiration in its highest form. 





(Top shelf, left to right) Some make-up accessories: Poudre d’Ilusion is shown 
in Lysetta and in Mat Foncé. Nine other enchanting shades, $3. Elizabeth 


Arden’s famous Lipstick Ensemble, containing six petal-smooth, indelible lip- 


sticks in six smart shades. The Ensemble, $7.50. Each lipstick, $1.50. Elizabeth | 


Arden’s Perfumes...L’ Amour, L’Elan, La Joie and Le Réve...in many sizes, 
priced from $5 to $125. (Middle shelf, left to right) Elizabeth Arden’s En- 
sembles for the bath: Powdered Bath Salts, exquisitely scented with Ambre, 
Allamanda, Jasmine, Rose Geranium or Russian Pine, $5. To coordinate with 
these in scent and color scheme, there is Elizabeth Arden’s Bath Powder in a 
lovely glazed box, $5. And Elizabeth Arden’s delicately fragrant soap. $3 for 
three cakes. (Lower shelf) Elizabeth Arden’s gift of gifts, her Treasurette which 
contains all the essentials of an Elizabeth Arden treatment in a small leather 
case, is shown in two of the many costume colors in which itis obtainable, $16, 
$18. Miss Arden’s other Beauty Boxes, available in a range of sizes, fittings and 
preparations, are priced from $3.85 to $135. 


* ELIZABETH ARDEN * 


NEW YORK: 691 FIFTH AVENUE 

TORONTO: Salon, THE ROBERT SIMPSON COMPANY, LIMITED 
Sales Office: 207 Queens Quay 

PARIS LONDON BERLIN ROME 
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Red Re rcket 


Continued 


the haste had taken her breath away. 
Though she reached out and caught his 
gloved hand, she cried out almost bitterly 
“See, Bill, vou won't take anything ser 
ously. You don't even respect the rules of a 
game Any game. You've hi 
revoked unless you can convince him that it 


id vour licens« 


wasn't 
Himself a victim of outraged emotion he 
tried to stop her tears with his gloved fingers. 


reassuring her about Dexter’s hurt. But she 


took his hand rudely away. “Don't 
please,” she said. 

The superintendent faced him sternly 
now, and laid a hand on his shoulder. “Ever 
driver who goes down,” he was saving, “has 
the safety of three other humans in his 
hands. Now, what have you to say for 
yourself? Say it quickly—lI’ve got to get 
down there and straighten out this jam.” 
He paused. “What happened in Zag? Have 
you any idea? Talk fast. I can’t waste 
time.” 

Bill looked up at him, and out of the 


resources of his undisciplined life found no 
comedy behind the man’s stern authority. 
He spoke precisely. 

“Coming out of Zag we hit a rut in the 
ice and I couldn't straighten her out. We 
went into the snow bank, and the four of us 
were tossed up in air like chaff. Blaine got 
the weight of the bob on his right leg. That's 
all I know, sir. It happened too quickly. 
We were making our maximum speed on 
the curve—about sixty, I guess.” 

From the foot of the run a tractor bus 
began its noisy, laborious climb, loaded 
with bobsleighs and men again. For a 
moment the superintendent looked at him 
with a searching regard, then pounded his 
shoulder with sympathy and faint distrust 

“Some other time.”’ he said, ““‘we might 
qualify you to drive. Go up and ride down 
again behind an experienced pilot to clear 
yourself of the shock. I'll think it over. 
Maybe I'll give you a chance next year.”’ 

Smiling wearily Bill climbed into the 
trailer. Sybil waved at him uncertainly, and 
then turned to go down to the ambulance. 
Looking after her retreating figure he sensed 
the void which lay between them now, a 
void whose depths he could no longer hope 
to fathom. He sensed his own unworthiness 
That part of him which was all hope and 
dreams, part of the clouds and the moon 
and the sun that had passed glamorously 
over the snow-clad hills of Murray Bay, 
over the ivory-collared peaks of the Adiron- 
dacks, over the city’s crenelated towers, part 
| of that pageant of his youth from which h« 
could conjure up nothing of substance and 
reality to aid him now. was gone for ever 
| He had failed her utterly this time. 

She loved this dark boy whom he had 
injured through one act of foolhardiness. 
Dexter Blaine, after all, had done nothing 
but follow the cup races in Switzerland, 
Germany and now in America; but he was a 
good egg, too. He hadn't complained about 
his knee, and it must have hurt him terribly 

Bill still felt himself groggy from the 
shock, and the noise of the tractor made his 
head throb with the turmoil of engines. He 
and Sybil had been drawn together. But his 
unworthiness kept them apart. He tried to 
dismiss Sybil from his thoughts, as he had 
tried to shirk all responsibilities in life. Now 
he remembered that he was on his way to 
the starting tower to clear himself of shock, 
so that he might some time in the future 
qualify for the sport of bobsleigh racing. 
He sensed a comedy 

“What difference does it make if I never 
drive a bobsled again? A license to drive 
bobsleighs. They spend a thousand dollars 
on the stream-lined comets, and call them 
names like race horses. This is a riot. What 
la silly thing which large boys should be 
| doing for play.” 

He jumped off the trailer and went down 
the mountain, pausing once again to enquire 
| from bystanders about Dexter Blaine. He 
| went back to the hotel, sensing his lone- 
liness in a house full of people, and flung 


py ] 
himself down on his bed. He lay there, very 
sfill. throughout the afternoon. The sense 
of having funked at living oppressed him 


dreadfully 

He met Svbil again in the foyer at six, 
coming out and she called 
him aside to te Dexter’s hurt 
They sat in an alcove overlooking the rink 
until the lights flashed on, green 
and purple, like strings of beads against th 


from tea dance, 
ll him about 


red and 


dark winter sk Now they talked about 
trivial, meaningless things like green jade 
necklaces and the color of the Marquise 


d’Espinav’s skiing habit 

“If I had your job,”’ Sybil said, “‘I’d take 
it seriously If | thought the Marquise’s 
habit really mattered in the fashion sense, 
I'd find out what kind of ski suit she wears. 
I wouldn't go skiing with a pretty girl, 
imagine that the Marquise wore horizon 
blue, rushing back to my store in the city to 
say breathlessly: ‘The Marquise is wearing a 
ski suit of horizon blue.’ That’s playing a 
colossal! hoax on your employer, and on a 
vast public who buy.”’ 

He looked at her, 
me this—how did you know?” 

A hand crept out from the folds of ber 
gown, and brushed lightly against his arm. 
It was a facile gesture of almost 
accidental, but it made his hurt more keen 

With a curious smile she said: ““Don’t you 
think a woman looks into a man very care- 
fully before But I simply know you this 
well, Bill. Three 
You exert no power but 
Perhaps I’m wrong. I usually am. But I 
want somebody who has put his finger on 
enough that is real—to be something. I 
want him solid.” 

Leaving him, she said. a 
remember me kindly, Bill 
me. I can’t forget that.” 


wide-eyed. ‘Sybil, tell 


caress 


vears I've known you, too 
a juvenile charm 


1 


little sad: 


You'r 


“Please 


part of 


HE TOOK a late train to Murray Bay, 
and all night he sat up in his compart- 
ment looking out at the fields of ghstentng 
snow and the aurora borealis which played 
faintly on the horizon. The 
which followed in the train of his accident 


responsibilities 


crowded upon his shoulders now, and _ he 
felt their crushing weight. He realized his 
shortcomings with an immediate. shocking 


suspense, which was like those awful 
moments which followed his spill in’ the 
bobsled on the side of the mountain. 

There was his injured pride, and the 


desire to bolster up his self-esteem, but there 
were things outside the shell of him which 
mattered now 

It was out of the realm of mere sport 
This was something tangible and solid that 
he had to accomplish, and the idea held him 
with a new fascination. He had to qualify 
for the sport of bob racing; it was part of his 
new scheme of life. He could tear up his 
license after he won it, and get back to his 
job in the city, but he wanted something 
out of that previous existence to cling to, 
something like the real possessions of the 
full-statured souls who stand alone to say: 
“This is what I have done.” 

That night he looked down at his hands. 
and they still trembled as they had trembled 
after the bobsled had been 
wrenched hands in the spill. It 
wus shock. In his sudden fear of failure he 
the window at the dazzling 
aurora and distinctly saw Sybil Monday's 


wheel cf the 


from his 
looked out 


lace 

He wondered if all men didn't 
meet some such crisis in their lives, and see 
events clarified, striking out toward some 
definite goal. Out of that of 
unorganized life he believed he had suddenly 
found himself. 


young 


chaos his 


T WAS the day for the ski jumping tour- 
nament, and a cavalcade journeyed out 
to the hill in cutters and sleighs. A cold 
wind swept down from the north, and Sybil 
Monday, snuggled in fur robes beside Dexter 
Blaine, was listening to the jingling of the 
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Phe Tree That Lived Again 
(Continued from page 9) 


cuddled. There wa » Much love in that 
word that the little house trembled 

“My eldest,” said the woman to Olive 
“It is so wonderful to have her. She staved 
with the little ones while I went shopping 
She is very brave never afraid Only 
today Dave got work, and they advanced 
a little money so we could have Christmas 
Oh, what a happy day tomorrow will be! 
You see, until the very last moment we 
didn’t know if there would be anything. | 
shouldn’t have gone out tonight, but Dave 
had to work and there was nothing else 
to do.” 

The little girl, with a maternal eye on the 
string bag, made cocoa in the little kitchen, 
and while they drank it her mother talked to 
Olive in her gentle whispering voice 

Her small face was shining as later she 
showed the stranger two little vellow heads 
buried deep under a comforter. ‘Next year 
there will be another,” she whispered as if 
this was the most joyful news in the world 


LIVE was a dark moving speck in the 

bewildering night as she made her way 
to the corner where the car would stop. 
There was a light in the window of the little 
house to show her the path, and she knew 
that the woman and the little girl would be 
watching. She had heard the child say 
“Mother” over and over again, and it was 
still with her. 

The snow had millions of little fingers, 
touching and vanishing, but it made a 
curtain to shut away everything but the 
faint rosy glow of curtained windows in 
houses that had no reality. It was beautiful, 
and still, and sad, as loneliness is. Her 
brother’s wife had said over and over again, 
“You should thank Heaven that you and 
Luke have no children.”’ And she had almost 
believed that for a time. 

The street car came zooming out of the 
muffled night, its warning bell flattened and 
dull. She paid her fare grandly. offering the 
quarter, and the conductor's stiffened fingers 
counted out the change. 

The city had almost closed its eyes with 
the look of tired holidays that cities can 
wear; brave window displays stared through 
frosted panes at a tomorrow when their 
gifts would be tawdry and unwanted, but 
the snow had laid a white sheet of purity 
over the trampled ugly refuse of the day 
and there was a moment of quiet waiting 
beauty and peace before the bells began. 

Then Christmas was there! 

A taxi driver with a purple nose lifted his 
cap for a moment, and then a thin trickle of 
people came through the doors of the hotel. 
their laughter clashing like broken glass 
against the music of the bells. Their hands 
were full of glittering baubles. and they 
pelted each other until the trampled snow 
was strewn with rainbow colors. Some had 
ropes of tinsel that they wound around the 


purple taxi driver who fought merrily for 
freedom 

some of the lights had been turned off 
from the lounge, but guests were still coming 
from the ballroom above and on their way 
must pass the tree that had no gifts. They 
made a gay circle around it and there the 
tinsel battle was at its crest. They fought 
with fragile weapons and tangled their arms 
in glistening ropes as they robbed the 
branches of their gay fruit, breaking it in 
showers of sparkling ruin. A slender girl 
with an elfin face climbed on the shoulders 
of two men and dragged the angel down. 

Then they were gone and the tree stood 
dark and denuded in its shadowy angle, and 
beyond the shadow she saw him waiting. 

“Luke.” said Olive and went to him. She 
touched his face and hair. She had lost 
faith. She had believed he would not come. 

“Wait.” He took her hands and held 
them close but away from him. She knew 
now that she had not expected him to look 
like this, brave and self-reliant and young, 
with no giving up in his eves. ‘‘Wait,’’ he 
said, as they sank on a deep upholstered 
chair. “‘I must tell you now, Olive, that I 
am not going back with you. This is hard 
but there is no other way. I have to go on 
in my own way. A tree without roots cannot 
live. It might have been better if I hadn’t 
waited.” 

“But you did.’’ She bore down his 
defenses. She did not know that his coat 
was shabby, resting her cheek against it. 
“Where are you going, Luke?” 

He told her about Grainger’s offer. ““Ten 
acres of fruits in the valley. A shack to live 
in and not much else. But it’s a chance to 
grow roots again. There’s the spraying and 
the smudging and learning about fruits 
before they’re picked. I can’t give it up, 
Olive.” 

“IT don’t want you to, Luke. Let me go 
with you.” 

Everything was in his face then; home 
and shelter and the dearly loved things that 
belong behind lighted windows. ‘‘We’d be 
together, girl.”’ 

**Then let us go home 
home. I want no other life but yours, for all 
that is vou is mine - mine 

“Look,” he said and pointed to the tree. 

Gone was all its gay trappings and its 
fairy lights, but a strange and eerie thing 


had begun to happen. Released, the heavy | 


branches began to take on life and lift free 


from their thrall. The crest of the fir lifted | 


proudly without its smiling angel to point 


the way. The tree that tomorrow would fall | 


again returned for a moment to its own. 


“As if it had begun to grow again,” Luke | 


said. 


held them in sweet scented darkness while 
its ebbing life ran free through its limbs as 
if thrilled with the joy of one great gift. 





RETURN TO THE FARM 


By MARTHA BANNING THOMAS 


1] can't believe the brook is near 
Enough so 1 can plainly hear 

It's little jingling voice complain 
About the recent fall of rain! 

It can't be true the brook is wide, 
With swords of iris by its side, 

And sand-bars yellow and serene, 
And bays of an important green. 

It can't be true the stones are deep 
Among the reeds where turtles keep 
A glistening eye on transient food, 
And minnows wave their tails, and brood, 


1 can’t believe the brook is near, 
Talking out loud so 1 can hear 
About the way tall rushes grow, 


Just as it did . 


. a year ago! 


ee 


home, Luke. Your | 
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Fight colds this year 


at one-third the 
ordinary cost 


PEPSODENT ANTISEPTIC is 3 times as powerful as 


other leading mouth antiseptics. 


Hence it goes 3 


times as far. And whether you buy the 25c, 50c, or 
$1 size, you still get 3 times as much for your money. 


HE children—the whole family 

—can escape more colds this 
year. Can get quicker relief from 
those they catch. And you can save 
$2 out of every $3 by using 
Pepsodent Antiseptic. The money 
you save results from Pepsodent’s 
high germ-killing power. It’s a 
simple problem of arithmetic. 
Pepsodent is three times as power- 
ful as other leading mouth anti- 


He kissed her then, and the lifting fir | 


| 
| 


septics — by adding water it goes 


three times as far — gives you three 
times as much for your money — 
and gives you extra protection 
against sore throat colds and un- 
pleasant breath. 


IMPURE BREATH (Halitosis) 


The amazing results of Pepsodent Antiseptic 

in fighting sore throat colds prove its effective 

ness in checking Bad Breath (Halitosis). 

Some of the 50 different uses for 
this modern Antiseptic 


Cold in Head After Shaving 
Throatirritations Minor Cuts 
Voice Hoarseness Blisters 

Bad Breath Loose Dandruff 


oe eee Checks Under-arm 
} Perspiration 


Mouth Irritations 
After Extractions Tired, Aching Feet 


Pepsodent 
Antiseptic 


PEPSODENT ANTISEPTIC is Made in Canada 





Where Pepsodent differs—— 
The old-fashioned mouth washes 
must be used full strength to be 
effective. So Pepsodent Antiseptic 
was made powerful enough to be 
diluted and still kill germs in less 
than 10 seconds — yet it is com- 
pletely safe when used full strength. 
It’s costly enough to use a mouth 
wash that should be used full 
strength, but it’s a lot more costly 
to dilute that mouth wash and not 
kill the germs. That’s why we warn 
you to choose an antiseptic that, 
even when diluted, kills germs. 
Insist on Pepsodent. 

FREE! Amos'n'Andy 
R * or Goldberg 


; Jig-saw Puzzles 


J 








ERE are two great gifts for 
radio admirers of Amos ‘n’ 
Andy and the Goldbergs. 


Each jig-saw puzzle contains 
60 pieces, and is printed on heavy 
board and brightly illustrated in 
colors. To get one simply write 
name and address on the inside 
of an empty Pepsodent Toothpaste or Pepsodent Anti- 
septic box and mail it with coupon below. Send one 
empty box for each puzzle and be sure to name the one 
you want. 


a me USE THIS COUPON ------ 


Pepsodent Co., Box Cc-12 
191 George St., Toronto 
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I 

I enclose empty Pepsodent box for Jig-saw J 
Puzzle of |] Amos’n’Andy [_|Goldbergs 
t 
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MADE IN CANADA 






These 3 women 
want to talk to you 


out Chipso 


No more rubbing — 
no more boiling ! 


“‘Life’s too short to spend it chipping and 
melting soap and rubbing! Even with 
my good washing machine I used to spend 
a lot of time rubbing dirty clothes on the 
washboard—and every two weeks, I 
used to boil my white things. Now I’ve 
got an easy washday. Chipso makes my 
washer work twice as well. Now I’m sure 
of a marvelous wash and nice fresh col- 
ors. It’s the rich suds you get with Chipso 
that gets dirt out so quickly. And my 
clothes wear longer now—they’re not 
washed out.” Mrs. J. M. 


“Suds that save your back— 
that’s why I like Chipso!”’ 


“My neighbor persuaded me to try 
cheap soap chips. My, but I was mad 
when I saw what thin suds I got from 
those imitations of Chipso. I put in an 
hour of hard rubbing to get the boys’ 
clothes clean. So I went right back to 
Chipso—and rich creamy suds that really 
soak out dirt. I don’t put in a lick of 
hard rubbing with Chipso—and my 
clothes are as fresh and clean as you'll 
see in a year of washdays!” 


Mrs. E. L. 


“I’m saving money 
with Chipso!” 


**T used to stock up on all kinds of wash- 
ing soaps. But I stopped all that non- 


It was a revelation to me when she said, 
‘You can wash silks with Chipso. It con- 
tcins no free lye.’ Since then I’ve been 
working a scheme that I’dlike you to try. 
First, put your silk underwear and pretty 
things through fresh Chipso suds. Then 
put your family wash through the same 
suds. This makes your washing quicker 
—and it saves money!” Mrs. S. R, 


Clothes cost Money 


© 
hipso 
makes clothes 
WEAR LONGER 


| bob careened from a 


| Pitch down! 


| hour 
sense after I talked to a demonstrator. | 





mask for an ordinarv football helmet 
they’re off!” 

With his eyes on the rushing 
banks he shook his head as if to clear himself 
of his shock and glanced ahead. They 
climbed up the ice wall at an angle of almost 
ninety degrees and whirled through the 
upper level of the curve in a smooth flight 
which carried them out into a level track 
again, racing into another point on the 
compass. 

The trees whirled past, and the boulders 
were blurred in his vision. Above the rush 
of the wind he caught the brakeman’s voice 
as he stroked the team. ‘One, two, bob!” 
He felt the steel runners glide in even spurts 
as the men brought their bodies forward 


snow 


| and back in rhythmic unison. 


A sharp dip in the course sent the bob 


| down, down, until his eyes met the black 


pit ahead, a hairpin corner with walls of ice 
to climb in blind flight. With a roar the 
high-banked curve 
which shot him into the hairpin with an 
uprushing blast of air in his face the 
signals on the rim met his eyes, yellow, 
red take it high here a woman 


| fainted twenty feet up, fell off clutching 


air blue down! seventy 
miles an hour. The swift change of direction 
racked him until his brain whirled. Zoom! 

He swept down the narrow iced groove 
along the side of a cliff and sent the bob 
high up on the cliffside curve until he saw 
over the rim the control-towers 
whirling by he faced the high-banked 
curve and the giddy drop beyond which 
would send him up the wall of ice in the 
horseshoe, Shady Corner. It would clip off 


| seconds to bob on the curve, though the 
Swiss frowned on it 
dangerous 


excessively 
his urge for speed raced 
wildly “Bob!”’ he yelled, with the 
wind in his teeth, and his brakeman took 
up the stroke. He felt the runners skid as 
the team leaned awav from the wall of ice, 
bobbing once with terrific power. 

Racing along the narrow track again he 
saw the black yawn in the snowy expanse 
before him and caught a glimpse of the 
spectators leaning over the rail on each side 
of the figure S curve, the coiled serpent on 


| the side of the mountain. 


Steady now laws of dynamics take 
you through almost wrenching the wheel 
from your hands . . . cracked up in Zag a 
few weeks before the bodies of his 
crew tossed up in air like chaff forget 
it! if he could set his teeth and quell 
the gnawing fear which had got him now 

fear of failure ina sport! unreason- 

ing fear . take the curve now up! 

red now is the time, down! 

Bring the bob down with the 

right pitch again. Going into Zag, past 

ready control sixty, seventy miles an 
hold it now! 

The bob careened through the iced trough 
beyond Zig and then shot up the succeeding 
curve, Zag, in an arc perfectly timed, 
sailing along a lower level of the embank- 
ment below the rut in the ice, going out of 
the curve at an accurate pitch the 
blue marker into the level track 
again through! past the spot 


where he had crashed. A cry tore his throat 
the 


but it never escaped his lips 
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straight it was all over but the corner 
The bob swerved into the final curve and 
shot down across the tape with a steady 
roar. They came out of the iced ravine into 
level ground with the geyser of snow which 
spewed up behind them like diamond dust 
in the sun 


helped them load the bob on. the 
about him, found 


ILI 
tractor and, looking 
the superintendent watching him 
“Good work, Burleson,”” he said 
your five trips, and carry your license along 
with vou. I haven't time to stand around 
two hours and watch you grit your teeth 
on the curves like a school kid. But no 
monkey stuff! Can we count on it?” 
Bill nodded vaguely and, turning, walked 


} } 
ciosely 


“Take 


slowlv up the road toward the Zig Zag 
curve, fingering the yellow slip without 
feeling. It was all over. He could set this 


experience aside, as a gold bend in a pigeon- 
hole in his safe, lay his finger on it at will 
It was a concrete, lonely thought. But a 
voice came over his shoulder and put an 
end to his tiredness He observed Sybil 
Monday running over the snow behind him, 
calling out his name. She reached his side 
swiftly and caught his arm. 

For a long time they stood regarding one 
another, and then they laughed. ‘‘What 
have you in your hand?” she said. 

“License. Officially I’ve got my nerve in 
my right hand. But I’m going to tear it up 
after today and go back to my job in the 
citv, away from this complex life in the 
mountains.” 

“You don't think it matters?”’ she said, 
facing him squarely. ‘‘All this change?” 
She made a naive gesture which embraced 
the entire chain of mountains and hills 

He gazed at her, and then lifted her chin 
with his gloved hand. She laughed up at 
him provocatively. ‘It does. It really 
does.”” she said “You have the most 
inspired look in your eyes just now. But 
Montagu says you go about with the most 
distressing regard. No smiles. Nothing 
but work. She’s telling Dexter about 
Nassau where he can bake his knee all day 
in the sun, and he’s going down on the next 
train. She insisted she came here for the 
robust familiarity of the frigid north, and 
you'd offered her nothing but kindness and 
deferential treatment. She’s going to Nassau 
where it’s warm.” 


She smiled, weighing her speech. ‘I'm 
glad Monty spoke so freely. Now I know 
about us—about you. Precision in thought 
and in action go hand in hand. Bill, I 
simply believe you’ve found yourself at 
last.” 

“You mean you trust me, now?” he 
begged. “You think I can look Old Man 


Responsibility in the eve and do things, like 
driving this little red rocket?” 

She laughed aloud at his mock seriousness 
and at the naiveté which persisted in his 
manner. But there was something else 
behind that amateur charm which she 
recognized. ‘I trust you this much,”’ she 
said. ‘I want to be a passenger on your 
bob next time. Let me be number two, so 
I can lean against your back and shut my 
eyes on the hairpin curves. And while I’m 
holding you tight, you ask me if I'll marry 
you this time. The wind will shriek my 
answer to the heavens.”’ 
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From One Woman to Another 


Continued fri 


whole days in the lives of many women 

busy days spent in anticipating the moment 
when, housework done and dinner prepared, 
they can spend a few precious minutes 
creaming and patting and revitalizing their 
complexions. Vanity! Well, maybe it is, 
but isn’t that part of womanhood’s legacy? 

So many delightful gifts to choose from 

something suitable for every feminine 
name on your gift list. And there’s one 
particularly happy thing about giving 
beauty preparations for Christmas; we can 
indulge in the desire we've been stifling for 
months, to give our friends not the things 
they habitually use, but the things we feel 
they ought to use. The fun it is, too, getting 
Jean a box of what for once we feel is her 
correct shade of face powder—she always 
will wear too pale a powder for her skin tone; 
Adrienne a wee bottle of that strange 
perfume which so hauntingly conjures up 
her personality; Evelyn some deliciously 
scented bath salts (not the kind she ordin- 
arily uses, of course, but something a trifle 
more exotic), conservative Mary a delicate 
coral shade of rouge and lipstick that we 
know will do all sorts of subtle things to her 
lovely clear skin and greying hair. To say 
nothing of cleansing creams and nourishing 
creams and special wrinkle-and-line-dis- 
missing creams; foundation preparations 
that we know will suit the receivers’ com- 
plexions better than those they now use; eye 
shadow and eyebrow pencils for young 
gadabouts—-they'll feel so flattered. Oh, 
there are all sorts of possibilities in Christ- 
mas beauty giving. 

And there are some perfectly lovely gift 
sets that are certain to prove sensations 
when they are opened beneath the tree. Sets 
of powder and perfume like that offered by 
the attractive new Three Secrets line; 
charming little make-up kits like Elizabeth 
Arden’s Harmony box of powder, lipstick, 
cream rouge, eye shadow and eyelash 
cosmetique; exquisitely boxed ensembles of 
compact, lipstick and perfume, such as those 
put up by Coty and Seventeen; complete 
“facials” like the twin Woodbury sets 
powder, facial cream, facial soap and 
freshener in one, and in the other for the 
poor forgotten gentlemen on our lists, 
shaving cream, shaving lotion, facial soap 
and talc. Smart and very different is a case 
filled with Dorothy Gray preparations—a 
small hat box of black walrus leather lined 
with rose moiré—a lovely luxury gift. In 
Seventeen preparations there is a set of 
powder, foundation cream and cleansing 
cream, complete in an attractive beige suede 
finish case. 

What about Pond’s or Dagget and 
Ramsdell’s well known and deservedly 
popular preparations? A set of cold cream, 
vanishing cream and astringent or Hinze 
Ambrosia’s three liquid preparations would 
be a more than acceptable gift. So would a 
box of a smart new shade of powder. The 
new Outdoor Girl Miami Tan powder, for 
instance, would be perfect for the woman 
whose skin still bears traces of last summer's 
sun, or whose complexion is naturally dark 
toned. There’s a new eye shadow in Out- 
door Girl, too —purple—and it lends mys- 
tery and glamor to the eyes in a most subtle 
fashion. 

A manicure set is always certain of wel- 
coming hands. It might be the wonderfully 
complete kit which the Cutex people call 
their Boudoir Set. Besides all the ingredi- 
ents necessary to the care of the nails, it 
ally constructed nail brush, a 





carries a spe: 
buffer and — newest 
finger rest which supports the finger while 
vou buff or apply polish. There are other 
smaller sets to choose from, of c urse, Or 
perhaps the person for whom you intend 
the set travels quite a lot. Then one's selec- 
tion might be Glazo’s Travelling Kit, which 
contains complete manicuring equipment 
in a soft easy-to-pack case 
Compacts are another type of gift that 
will never be stowed away forgotten at the 
back of the drawer. As a matter of fact, 


convenience of all—a 


Mm pa 0 


they date from year to year almost as much 
as automobiles. Coty’s new loose powder 
compacts, for instance, are beautiful in their 
simplicity. Each is fitted inside with an 
ivory bowl and swansdown puff. When the 
compact carries lipstick, the lipstick case is 
attached inside the compact, and the lip- 
stick itself is automatically ready to with- 
draw when the lid of the compact is pressed 
open. Then there is Dorothy Gray’s latest 


Evening compact, sophisticated in black, | 


silver and white, and Helena Rubinstein’s 
Ensemble Vanity Set—loose powder com- 
pact in black and silver with matching chain 
lipstick. Lipsticks alone, incidentally, make 
charming, reasonably priced gifts, and they 


are especially attractive if they are new. | 
There is a Rubinstein chain lipstick in a new | 


shade—red poppy, suitable during the day 
for blondes and at night for both blondes and 
brunettes. 

who can resist the luxury 
to sink into fragrantly 


And bath sets 
of their allure? 


perfumed water; to dust one’s body after- | 


ward with scented powder. 


You might | 


choose to give something like Elizabeth | 


Arden’s box of enchantment—Velva bath 
mits, Venetian Milk of Almonds, a glove of 
Arden soap, and a box of Snowdrift talcum 
powder, all nestling snugly in their shell- 
pink and silver box. Or the stunning box of 
Evening in Paris preparations —bath crystals 
and their new Eau de Cologne, beautiful in 
sapphire and silver. Vinolia preparations 
have introduced color into their soaps—a 
gay little idea that will win the hearts of 
countless women. A box of their Old Eng- 
lish Lavender Toilet Soap, six cakes in sea 
blue, jade green, primrose, lavender, rose 
pink and white, would make a charming 
gift. And, if you wished to complete the set 
you might add to this a bottle each of 
Vinolia bath salts and Vinolia Lavender 
Water. 

And speaking of soaps, have you ever 
thought how welcome a gift they make? I 
know that I, personally, would like nothing 
better than half a dozen cakes of some good 
make of toilet soap. Here, again, we might 
introduce our friends to soaps which we 
ourselves like but which they have never 
tried. 
wrapped that they are altogether acceptable 
as gifts. Calay, for instance, in its cool green 
package, wrapped for keeping in Cellophane; 
Lux Toilet Soap dressed in white to match 
its purity; or Cuticura, the medicinal soap; 
or Palmolive, the soft, bland soap of love- 
liness. 


And soaps these days are so prettily | 


The best of giving beauty preparations | 


for Christmas is that you can grade your 
purchases according to your purse, and yet 
be sure of giving something really worth 
while. For instance, there could scarcely 
be a more thoughtful gift, nor one that would 
give more lasting pleasure than the new 
Hormone Twin Beautifiers made by Helena 
Rubinstein. On the other hand, if such a 
gift is beyond one’s Christmas budget, why 
not give a jar of some cream or lotion which 
you know to be good? Be careful, though, to 
choose it in relation to the skin of the friend 
for whom you intend it. Rubinstein’s 
Beauty Grains and Pasteurized Cream or 


Arden’s Beauty Sachets would thrill some | 
member of your family whose skin is inclined | 


toward blackheads and large pores. Or, 
more economical still, why not a bottle of 
one of those delightful hand lotions like 
Jergen’s, Italian Balm, or Hind’s Honey and 
Almond Cream? 

Toiletries are by no means merely 
luxuries. They form a necessary part of our 


daily life. And that is especially true in this 


extreme climate of ours. Harsh winds 
biting cold in winter, and almost tropical 
heat in summertime are by no means ideal 
climatic conditions for our poor complexions. 
So, in giving beauty preparations for 
Christmas gifts we are combining rather 
delightfully, I think, the three essentials 
every present should have 
usefulness, and beauty 





suitability, | 
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Dow ter your hands lose 
their enchanting softness... 


LOOK OLD before their time 


EEP your hands young! There is 
no need for them to grow lined and 
harsh and rough—old before their time. 
Skin specialists know two wonderful re- 
storatives for roughened, darkening skin. 
One is marvelous for whitening, the other 
softens the skin amazingly and leaves 
the hands deliciously smooth and soft. 
These two famous ingredients are now 
skillfully blended into a delightful silvery 
liquid —Jergens Lotion. 
Your skin responds gratefully to the 
first touch of Jergens Lotion. Smooth it 





in generously after washing your hands, 
and whenever you come in from the 
cold. Do this regularly, and no matter 
how hard you use your hands, you will 
find this simple treatment keeps the skin 
smooth, fine and young! 

Jergens Lotion leaves no stickiness, for 
your skin absorbs it instantly. Many 
women declare it makes a perfect pow- 
der base. 

Start using Jergens Lotion today. Any 
druggist or toilet goods department has 
it. 50¢. Also in an economical $1 size. 


ergens eee 


its 2 famous ingredients make hands white, smooth 


MADE IN 


FREE on 


new trial Name 


bottle 


Address 


CANADA 


Andrew Jergens Company, 5696 Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ont, 























Clich lhe Mystere y 
AS; Or is Solved 


GLAZO GIFT SETS! 


through you the gift of lovely finger- 
tips. He naturally chooses Glazo, for he 
knows well the preference of smart 
women! The authentic Glazo nail pol- 
ish shades are approved by beauty and 
fashion authorities. And Glazo keeps 
its glorious loveliness longer . . . wears 
evenly, without chipping or peeling. 

Write it down on your memory pad 
this way: “Glazo Gift Set for...» 


” 





i IS A LUCKY NUMBER! And 
this trio of smart Glazo Manicure 
Sets are lucky gifts .. . for the hands 
that receive them . . . and for the purse 
that buys them. 

Let Santa, romantic old soul, confer 






$ 3 50 (Left) For a week-end or a 


a= world cruise, this adorable 

green-and-gold folding case is 

a grand luxury—really a necessity, too. But 

whether it travels or stays at home, this new 

Glazo set contains every single accessory to keep 

the nails perfectly, exquisitely groomed. A 
distinctive Christmas gift. 







complete a gift to cost much more than 
it does. It’s the Glazo manicure set in a 
gay green-and-gold gift case, that will win a ver) 
hearty ‘‘Thank You,” indeed! All the primary essen- 
tials for dozens of perfect Glazo manicures. 


(Right) You’d expect so smart and $ ? 00 


Ne 


50 (Left) A very special gift for a 
—— very special someone—flattering 
to her fingertips and to her dress- 

ing table. For all the essentials of the per- 
fect Glazo manicure aré held in the re- 
movable, refillable bakelite tray. Full 
actual value, not counting the hand- 

SOME Case. 
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Santa’s Mail 


Continued from page 24 


| who wrote, “I am writing for a boy who is 
|not here because he has gone to visit his 
grandmother. His name is I don't 
think he will write and tell you. Will you 
please be sure to leave his toys. You can 
leave them here if you like if you don’t 
| know where his grandma’s is.”’ 

Santa Claus’ mail, however, is not by 

any means all made up of petitions. Very 
| often the children don’t ask him for presents 
j at all. 

“Dear Santa How are you?” one little 

| boy has written. ‘I hope you are fine. Iam 
fine. So is mother, and so is father and so 
is Betty and so is Ronald and so is Grandma. 
That is all the news I can think of. Your 
friend John.” 

The boys ask about snow at the North 
Pole, and report snow or no snow at home. 
“We have lots of fun in the snow,”’ confides 

|one contented young sportsman. It is 
| acknowledged that it must be cold in the 
| north—has he seen very many polar bears? 
| The little girls ask about his helpers and 
| the reindeer, and write “thank you” notes 
for the gifts received the year before. Not 
many little boys seem to remember any- 
thing that happened so long ago, unless, 
| indeed, they are like this patient lad: 
“Dear Santa Claus, you brought me skis 
last year, but forgot the pole. I should like 
it very much this year.”’ 

He didn’t even suggest that it was 
rather careless of the jolly old gentleman. 

If he can, Santa Claus will give the 
children what they want on Christmas Eve. 

| If he can’t, he will substitute the best he 

|can. The children understand. 

| All sorts of things might prevent him. 
| There may not be enough toys to go round. 
| “Extras” may happen unexpectedly, as 
nearly did to one little boy who wrote to 

| Santa Claus, 

“We have one more for you to bring toys 
to this vear. You almost had to last year 
for we got him on January 4th.” 

| There are, too, the poor children, whose 
fathers may be out of work, and whom the 
lucky ones don’t want forgotten. Nearly 

}every one who writes to Santa Claus 

| reminds him of these unfortunate little boys 
and girls. 

| “Their hearts would be broken if they 
were left out,”’ one little boy told Santa 
Claus. 

“I would like you to go to all the other 
children’s places first and then to mine, as 

| there are lots of boys and girls to see, and 

| I hope to see them happy same as me,” 

| wrote another. 

Sometimes coppers or even silver pieces 
accompany the letters, carefully fitted into 
cardboard holders, and wrapped in flat 

| little parcels. 

“T am enclosing some money for the poor 
children,’’ reads one such letter. “I want 
every one to have a merry, merry Christmas. 
If I have asked for too much and you think 

| the poor children should have it, give it to 
them. I would be very glad.” 

Even the greedy are curbed by the 
thought of the poor children. Imagine poor 
Santa Claus rubbing his head as he reads 
such a letter as this: ‘Here are a few of 
the things I want for Christmas, a train on 
tracks, a phonograph, a magic lantern, 
| skates,a new sled, a truck, a car on wheels, a 
station and a switch, a cowboy suit, a pop 
|gun and nice big book, some games, a 
airplane, new baseball mit, fire reel, a two- 

wheel bicycle, a truck that goes backwards, 


a autymobile, scout knife, camera, real 


watch. 
“PS. Heaps and heaps of candy. That 
is all. I know there are many boys and 


girls who need nice toys so I am not asking 
for much this Christmas.”’ 


N! YBODY ever asks Santa Claus what 
he wants for Christmas! They all 
know quite well. “‘I am going to be good,” 
they say, or more cautiously, “I have tried 
to be good, and am going to try again.” 
To be good seems to mean, generally 
speaking, going to bed early, studying well 
at school, and doing what mother says. 

Sometimes indeed it is tactfully insinu- 
ated that these things depend upon Santa 
Claus. ‘‘Please bring me a sleigh and I'll 
try to be a good boy until Christmas and 
all the time after’’ seems a fair enough 
bargain. Rather more subtle is this virtuous 
petition. “I am a small girl and would 
like a school bag and a desk so that I may 
shine at my lessons.”’ 

It isn't always easy to be perfect all the 
time. Perhaps it is enough to satisfy one’s 
parents. Many of the letters cite adult 
authority for good behavior —like the naive 
young invalid who wrote from her sick bed, 
“Mother says ' am a good girl. Through 
the holidays I have been sick. I ate too 
many bananas.” 

“IT am trying very hard to be good as 
I don’t want my name to turn red”’ sounds 
perplexing, but Santa Claus undoubtedly 
knows all about it. 

“IT am going to bed early on Christmas 
Eve so you can come to my place first if 
you like,”’ offers one helpful soul. 

They all want to help Santa Claus. 
Lovingly they enquire after his health, the 
health of his wife, and the health of his 
reindeer. 

One candid scribe has indeed bluntly 
hoped he is well “‘because I want a few 
toys from you this year,” but not many 
are so cold-blooded. ‘I wonder how you 
are rushed to death,”’ writes a sympathetic 
little girl. ‘‘Never mind, we all love you.” 

The children want him to be happy, 
because they are all so happy at his coming. 
“We are glad you are coming from the 
North Pole,”’ and “‘we are so glad to welcome 
you,”’ are phrases that recur again and 
again. “I hope you have a nice Christmas 
yourself,’’ some little writers politely 
remember to say, and “I hope you have a 
nice time Christmas Eve.”’ 

Now and then it is suggested that he 
come in by the window, as the chimney is 
so small, but not many of Santa Claus’ 
followers are worried by details like that. 
Any one as clever as Santa Claus can 
navigate any size of chimney, but they do 
hope the soot won't bother him——‘‘We are 
keeping our chimney clean for you on 
Christmas Eve’’—and that he won't be 
cold or hungry. 

“Tell Jack Frost not to make it cold,” 
advises a thoughtful young woman. 

“We got lots of things for you to eat,” 
exults a boy. “‘We think you are jolly and 
plump.” 

Jolly they know he is, and plump they 
hope to keep him. So all kinds of good things 
are left for his refreshment —Christmas cake, 
and sandwiches and hot chocolate, to the 
right of the tree, or on the mantelpiece, or 
in a white jug near the fire. 

Who knows what company he chooses to 
share the feast with him on Christmas Eve? 





a 





ren ey — — 











Chatelaine, December, 1932 


By the Hands 


Continued 


but long 
mind.” 
“You're unkind,” she 


He took her in his arms again 


said, weeping 


os } no hinl wa} ae } 

My darling, think what it means. All it was a habit, and people dislike changing 
our lives together no more good-bvs their habits. 
just for the sake of a little courage. Do you And Andrew had not the smallest ide: 


think I want any 
Do you want them?” 

‘No, no!” 

‘Then you must choose.” 


“IT can never say good-by to you any 


more,”’ she sobbed. 


He gave a little triumphant laugh and 


lifted her face to his 
“You shall never regret it 
so happy 
to me.”’ 
She clung to him passionately. 
‘And you to me.”’ 


He whispered ‘Tonight, then?’ but she 
‘“Tomorrow 


pleaded still for a little time. 
I promise tomorrow.” 


And in the end he had to submit, though 


he mocked her gently 
‘Tomorrow never comes, my dear.”’ 
“Ours will,” she whispered. 


HEN he had gone she went back to 
She felt as if years had 
passed since she left it to go for that walk 
in the park; it seemed almost a surprise to 


her room 


find that nothing had changed. 


The windows were open looking out on 
to the square; her brush and comb and odds 
and ends still occupied the dressing table. 
She looked at them almost curiously as if 
hey were things that had belonged to her : 


lifetime ago. 


The door into Andrew's room adjoining 
stood half open, and with sudden curiosity 
she walked across to it and stood on the 


threshold looking in 


It was a long time since they had shared a 
room together, though five years ago when 
he was ill she had moved him into hers 


because it was larger and more airy. 


She moved forward and stood at the foot 


of his bed. 


There was something lonely about this 
room, she thought with a sort of compassion, 


and wondered if he had ever realized it. 


Just now it looked bare and dismantled, 
though through a half-closed wardrobe door 
an old one 


she could see one of his coats 
which he had not worn for some time. 


Andrew was very fussy about his clothes; 
he always discarded anything that looked 


at all worn or shabby 


She went across to it almost timidly and 


touched the dark cloth. 


Funny that when next he was here in this 
He would 
miss her at first, she was sure, but probably 
only just at first, even as he had missed old 
Andrew 
never put any emotion into words, but he 
had said to her one night, half reluctantly: 


room she would be miles away. 
Bruce the spaniel when he died. 


“Funny; I could have sworn I heard 
Bruce padding up the stairs last night.”’ 

Perhaps in the same way he would 
imagine he could hear her about the house 
after she had gone. 

Well, the servants were well trained. 
They would look after him all right, and he 
would be able to go to his golf every day 
if he wished, and not bother to get back to 
dinner 

He might even be really glad that she 
was no longer there to be considered; not 
that he had ever really considered her 

She turned her back on the wardrobe and 
looked round the room. 

Of course he had never actually been 
unkind. By people who did not know he 
was considered an excellent husband; still, 
there were so many ways Of being unkind. 

It wasn’t any use feeding a body and 
clothing it if one starved the heart and soul. 

Millicent felt that those few moments 
downstairs with the man she loved had 
given her more to live upon than all the 
fifteen vears of her life with Andrew 

And vet fifteen years was a long time; she 


more years like the last? 


I'll make you 
you're everything in the world 


om page 14 


enough for you to change your and Andrew had grown to be a sort o 


habit with one another, like taking a bat! 
or going for a walk. No doubt lots o 
married people just stayed together because 


Lyn. She knew that in a way he was to 
conceited, too sure of himself to imagine 


that she would ever look at another man. | 
even though he had never tried to keep her 


faithful to him. 


With sudden irrelevance she remembered 


another couple with whom they had once 


been friends, and how sympathetic Andrew | 


had been when the wife suddenly ran away 
with another man. 


“Serve him right,’’ had been his ruthless 


comment. ‘‘He never troubled to be decent 
to her himself.”’ 

Millicent had looked at him in blank 
amazement. Did he suppose that he had 
been what he called ‘‘decent’”’ to her? Yes: 


she supposed he had, seeing that he always 


gave her plenty of money; the trouble being 


that money was less than nothing in her 


scheme of happiness. 

Well, it was all over now—-she had burnt 
her boats at last -and tomorrow 
half mocking words floated into her 
thoughts: 

“Tomorrow never comes, my dear.” 

They gave her a queer little feeling of 
panic. Supposing he was right, and their 
tomorrow never came? 

She had so often dreamed of life with 
him; of his tenderness and boyishness. They 


had been like children together five years | 


ago when he first told her of his love. 

It had been a gigantic game of pretense 
which was only now on the borderland of 
reality. 

“And it will come true—it will,” she told 
herself fiercely, and remembered that she 
had only a few hours in which to make all 
her plans. 

She would take nothing with her that 


half ashamed: 

“You'll have to buy everything I want. 
I couldn't bring anything Andrew has 
given me into our life together.”’ 

Poor Andrew! She wondered if he would 
feel hurt when he found that she hadn't 
taken any of his presents; that even the 
new fur coat he had bought her was left | 
behind. 

Once she had said to him not so long ago: | 

“Do you like me in brown best, or blue?” | 

He had looked at her vaguely, without | 
much interest. 

“You look all right in either,’’ he said. 
“T never notice a woman’s clothes.” 

Lyn always noticed everything she wore. 
There was a white frock — she had had it on 
that first night when she slipped and he 
had caught her in his arms— she had always | 
kept it, because he had said he liked it so} 
much. 

Millicent sighed; life was such a tangle. 

She frowned and tried to look ahead into } 
the future lying so near at hand. 

Soon she would wake in a strange home, 
in a strange room, with a strange man| 
sleeping beside her. 

The blood rushed to her face and her lips 
trembled. 

It would seem funny not to open her 
eyes in her own room, or to see the half| 
closed door behind which Andrew slept. 

She had slept there herself when he was 
ill so that she could go in and out to him 
and see if he was all right, and suddenly | 
back came the little memory of that night 
when he had groped for her hand. 

“Do you want anything?” she had asked 
him gently, and he had answered: “Only 
I was afraid you were not there.”’ 

Was that how he would feel in the future, 
when she was indeed no longer there? It} 
gave her an odd pain to think of him 





that there was anything between her and 


Lyn’s | 


was Andrew’s; just now when she kissed | 
Lyn good-by she had said half laughing, | 





i 


) 


| 
} 
| 
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...in J days 


Painful chapping instantly relieved 





NEXT DAY 






TUNNING at a distance. But when 

they saw her hands—whata shock! 
So red, so rough and cracked they 
made her look like a secrubwoman 
dressed up! 


often hot water containing harsh, al- 
kali cleaners. This constant wetting, 
especially in winter, dries out the 
natural beauty oils in the skin. Hinds 
puts back these precious oils — makes 


How could she be so careless! Just hands soft, smooth, young in 3 days! 


a few minutes would have saved her. 
A few minutes spent in smoothing on 
a dainty hand cream that quickly 
softens away ugly, red roughness. 
Wonderful for chapping— instantly 
draws out smarting soreness. Thou- 


Hinds is a delicate chiffon-weight 
cream —not a weak, thinned-out lo- 
tion or a thick, gummy jelly. It leaves 
an invisible *second skin” that acts 
as a constant protection, 

FREE a 7-day trial bottle 
Send for this generous trial bottle. 
Use after housework —always at night. 
Watch hands quickly grow soft and 
white—chapping heal. Continue to 
use Hinds regularly to keep this new 
beauty. Fill out coupon below now, 


sands of housewives, business women, 
too, keep hands soft and smooth with 
Hinds Honey and Almond Cream. 


Contains natural beauty oils 


When you do housework, your hands 
are in and out of water continually — 


A. S. Hinds Co, (Canada) Limited, 

Dept. 1412, 9 Davies Ave., Toronto 8, Canada 

: Please send me a generous FREE trial bottle 
¥ (enough for 18 applications) of Hinds Honey 


and Almond Cream. 


e De ee en a 
CREAM = <—————— 


, 2. une. 
Trade Mark Registered in Canada 2 _—Province — 
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ROMANCE COMES TO 
THE GIRL WHO HAS 


Clear, 
Sparkling 
Eyes! 





Read how the stars of stage 
and screen keep their eyes 
alluringly clear and bright 


When you know that men are enchanted by 
clear, sparkling eyes, why let dull, lifeless 
ones ruin your appearance and rob you of 
romance? It's so unnecessary when all you 
need do is adopt the method used by stage 
and screen stars to beautify their eyes. 


That method is nothing more nor less than 
the regular use of Murine. It almost in- 
stantly gives the eyes new life and luster, 
and by its gentle astringent action reduces 
unsightly bloodshot veins. Apply this fam- 
ous eye brightener night and morning as it 
contains no belladonna or other harmful 
ingredients. 


No wasteful, insanitary eye cup is needed 
to use Murine. It is economically and hy- 
gienically applied with its combination eye 
dropper and bottle stop. 150 applications 
cost but 60c at drug stores throughout Can- 
ada. Get your first bottle foday/ For free 
Eye Beauty and Eye Care secrets, write 
Murine Co., Dept. C, 9 E. Ohio St., Chicago. 





MAKE THIS TEST! Drop Murine in one eye 
only... . then note how clearer, brighter and 
larger in appearance it very shortly becomes. 
And also how refreshed and invigorated it feels! 


UR ioe - 


EYES 


MADE IN CANADA 


| 
| 


HAVE been reading your page for some 








Your Beauty Problems 


If you would like personal advice on your own problem, 
write to Annabelle Lee, enclose a stamped 
addressed envelope 


time but have not read anything that exactly 
suils my Case 


It's fat. I'm steadily gaining in spite of 


| (rying to cut down my meals but am afraid to 


go to extremes. I am twenty-one years old, 


| five feet seven inches tall, and weigh 165 


pounds, which is twenty-five pounds over- 
weight. I don't exercise much, since my 
position as cashier does not allow me much 
spare time and I am always tired when I'm 
through work. 

This ts a sample of my meals. 

Freakfast—Thin toast and coffee. 

Lunch—A sandwich and coffee. 

Supper— Sandwich and coffee. 

I have a room in a hotel which makes it 
impossible to do setting up exercises. My 


| neighbors don’t like the idea. 


ITH all due respect to your fellow 

hotel roomers, I should, if I were you, 
politely ignore their complaints. There is no 
reason why they should complain, because 
setting-up exercises do not cause any noise. 
Choose the ones which require no jumping 
about. There are lots of exercises that pull 
the muscles of the body without any floor- 
thumping. I am sending you a list of ‘‘Keep- 
ing Young” exercises that I think you will 
like. I do hope that you will persist in them. 
It is the only way that exercise will do you 
any good. Fifteen minutes night and 
rrorning won’t take very much out of your 
time and it makes all the difference to your 
weight and general health. These exercises 
are not too strenuous for you to do, but do 
them vigorously, and as you get into the 
swing of them increase the number of times 
you do each exercise, especially the ones you 
feel are doing you the most good. 

As to your diet:—If the meals you men- 
tion are a sample of your daily fare, I would 
say that you are already going to extremes 
On the face of it, it does not look enough 
unless the sandwiches are those “three 
deck” affairs with rich fillings, and the 
coffee has lots of sugar and cream in it 
but then they are just the things you should 
not eat. I do not believe in severe diets 
although it does no harm to take a semi-fast 
for twenty-four hours or even two days, 
taking simply crange juice and oranges in 
this time as preparation for a reducing 
campaign. After this, a reducing diet will 
contain non-fattening foods such as plain 
boiled vegetables, green salads, cold meats, 
tongue and chicken, grilled beef steak, lamb, 
steamed, baked or broiled fish, plain cooked 
eggs, plenty of raw and stewed fruits with a 
little sugar added after the fruit is cooked: 
toast or Swedish bread, and just one small 
pat of butter daily. Don’t drink water or 
any liquid with your meals, but drink plenty 
of water between meals. 

Try these setting up exercises I am sending 
you and watch your diet. Try to do some 
walking, too, if you can. Is it possible for 
you to walk to work? Perhaps if you could 
not walk all the way you could walk part 
of the way at least. Swimming is an excellent 
reducer, and if there is a swimming tank 
near you there is nothing better you could 
do than to get into the water and swim. 
It is a splendid ‘‘all-over’’ reducer 


Foundation of Beauty 


WANT (0 build up a foundation for good 

looks. My skin is blotchy, and although I 
am past the “‘pimply” stage, I get pimples 
sometimes. I tried the egg facial recommended 
in Chatelaine, and it was wonderful in results 
but of course, as you say, it isn’t a permanent 
treatment. My face persptres very easily and I 
look greasy all summer. 


OU are very wise to take care of your 
skin now, for if you do, you will be 
saving yourself a lot of bother and expense 
later on. Of course, you know, the first 


essential of a clear, healthy skin is a clear, 
healthy organism. It is quite common 
among girls of your age or thereabouts to 
have a blotchy complexion, and treatment 
must first of all come from within. Watch 
your diet. Eat plenty of fresh fruit, veget 
ables, and drink plenty of water between 
your meals. Avoid rich foods and starchy 
things, and then also you should try to 
take regular exercise. Those setting-up 
exercises every morning are excellent beauti- 
fiers for far more than the figure. Get out 
into the fresh air and sunshine as much as 
possible. If diet and exercises are not enough, 
it is a good idea to take a small regular dose 
of some herbal laxative 

For a normal daily routine you will require 
a quick melting cleansing cream which will 
suit your skin, I think, better than a cold 
cream. Wipe this off with facial tissues, and 
then wash with a pure bland soap and luke- 
warm water, using the palms of the hands 
Rinse with cold water. Since you say you 
face is inclined to be too oily, you will also 
require a mild skin tonic. Good ones are 
quite inexpensive, but don’t get too severe 
an astringent. You can always tell by the 
scent whether it is going to be too strong or 
not. You will not require a nourishing 
cream unless your skin gets scaly or very dry 
for some reason. Then you can use it to 
relieve this condition. I don’t imagine, 
though, that you will require to use it with 
your particular skin. For daytime cleansing, 
you will find that a liquid cleanser will keep 
your skin fresh and non-greasy looking 
And don’t be afraid of frequent washes with 
soap and water, too. 

When you get pimples avoid indiscrim- 
inate picking and squeezing. If you are 
squeezing a pimple, cover the fingertips 
with pieces of cleansing tissues and dab the 
pimple afterward with peroxide. Don’t use 
any cream on the face when your skin is in 
this condition. Simply wash as I have 
described, and while the skin is still moist, 
pat on the skin tonic. An acne lotion or 
cream will help the pimple condition if it 
becomes serious. 


Reducing Thighs and Calves 


AN you tell me how I might get rid of some 

excess flesh from my thighs and calves. 
It is not flabby flesh but quite firm, as I do 
quite a bit of walking to and from work, but 
while I work I sit and run a machine. Would 
swimming reduce or develop those parts I 
have learned to swim. I am just about des- 
perate when I try to get clothes. If they are 
the least bit fitting this ugly bulge on my thighs 
shows up, although I get the longest foundation 
garment I can buy. This has helped consider 
ably but still is not a “cure all.” 


HAT you need for those legs is special 

exercise. Walking, while it keeps one 
generally fit, only employs a certain set of 
muscles. You require to move your legs 
along a different plane altogether. Swim- 
ming would certainly help. If would not 
develop the legs any further, but should 
reduce them. Swimming, you know, is the 
best form of exercise for developing a pro 
portionate figure. It reduces those parts 
which are over-fleshy, and builds up parts of 
the body that require building up. I would 
certainly advise you to get in as much 
swimming as you possibly can this winter 

I am also sending you a group of special- 
ized exercises--one set for reducing the 
thighs and another set for the calves of the 
legs. I am sure that you will find them 
beneficial if you persist in practising them 
every day regularly. 

Foundation garments now are made on 
the principle that they distribute the excess 
flesh to the right places, rather than push 
and squeeze it in one place, only to have it 
protrude in another. By all means wear 4 
goed one; it will improve your figure 
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Lypsyl..a soothing, 
healing salve that 
prevents lips from 
becoming chapped 
by chill, raw winds. 
Will bea real friend 
to you during the 
cold weather. Use 
Lypsyl exactly the 
same as you would 
lipstick. You may 
buy it in white or 
red at your drug 
store. 15c per tube. 
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VINOLIA 
LONDON, ENGLAND 





Sleep 


There is a saying in Hollywood 
that “to skimp on sleep is to skimp 
on beauty."” The greatest enemy to 
beauty is sleeplessness, worry and 
rritability. These bring the care 
lines, the wrinkles and tired feelings 
which are fatal to youth and beauty. 

By using Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food 
you. can restore sound, restful sleep 
which in turn smooths out the care 
lines resulting from exhausted nerves 
and bring back the smiles and spirits 
which make the personality attractive. 

The use of Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food 
is a most effective means of over- 
coming sleeplessness, headaches and 
tired feelings. 


Dr. Chase’s 
Nerve Food 


Restores Tired, Sleepless Nerves 
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(Chiisttias Recitations for Little Folks 


THE CHRISTMAS TOYS 


STEINER 









By Fvorence B. 


In a toy shop when the lights burned lou 
One wintry night not long ago, 
There seemed to be whispers everywhere | 
And tiny voices filled the air. 
They came from shelves and shadowy nooks, | 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Or out of boxes and picture books, 
Some sounded from toys so grand and new, 


‘ A few were from wee little playthings too. 
4 “We'd like to go to that lad called Ned.” 
‘ Is what the colored building blocks said, 
’ “For he looked at us longingly today 
& And wanted to stay right here and play.” 


The beautiful doll with the curly hair 
Closed her eyes with the utmost care, 
Then murmured very sleepily 
“Dear Marjorie said she’d just love me.’ 


A pony set on wheels quite high 

Said: “A naughty boy nearly made me cry 
When he pinched my leg—it did hurt so! 

1 hope it isn’t to him I go.” 


“If Santa takes me to Mary Lou,” 

Called a handsome book bound in gold and blue 
“T know I'll be happy as happy can be 

For she handled me most tenderly.” 


So when you into a toy shop go 
Be very careful. You never know 

What the toys are thinking or what they'll say 
"Bout coming to you on Christmas Day. 


PA'S CHEAP CAR 


By Vicrorta WARING METCALF 


In our garage there stands a car, that pa bought once, so cheap, 
But the money that he spent on it, would almost make you weep. 
When pa came home, he said to ma, ‘‘Come on out here and see 
The car I bought, it’s second-hand, but comfy as can be.” 


So ma went out and then she said, “Well, pa, it looks all right, 
But do you think it’s very wise, to buy a car on sight?” 

“The fellow drove it for a while, he said it was O.K., 

I guess he knows what he’s about,” I heard pa crossly say. 


“T tell you what, when supper’s done, I'll take you for a ride, 
And you'll be surprised to see how this old bus can glide.” 
So pa cranked up, we started off—the car gave quite a snort, 
And mother winked at me and said, “I hope we reach our port.” 


Every time we had to stop, when red lights flashed in view, 
Those brakes just made an awful noise—ave'd trouble starting, too, 
But mother never said a word, until the steering wheel 
{ Went twisting round, and then she said, “What makes this auto reel?’ 


Pa stopped the car and fooled around, ma made him hopping mad, 
j She said, “I guess this means a bill, now isn’t that too bad!” 

Well, there we stuck until by luck a motorist happened by; 

Pa shouted, “Can you tow us in?” He smiled and said, “I'll try.” 


The gear was fixed; it cost a bit, but pa said, “Never mind! 
A car that didn’t cost a cent, you really couldn't find” 

So once again he took us out, he’d let no car ahead; 

But suddenly without a sound, the engine just stopped dead. 





Pa couldn't make it start again, and so he hopped right out, 

And opened up the hood to see what it was all about. 

“There's nothing wrong with that,” he said, and slowly walked around; 
Then shouted, “What on earth is this that's dripping on the ground?” 


Alas, alas, it was the gas! the tank had sprung a leak; 
And so there was another bill to pay that very week. 
The tires went banging one by one, pa didn’t seem to care; 
And every time a tire burst, he took it for repair. 


One day when he was driving slow, just coming round a bend, 
Something went flop, and then he found it was the car’s rear end. 
That finished pa; he got it home and there it stands today, 

Ma says, “A silent monument that cheap cars do not pay.” 


_ S 


THE WIND 


By Dora Brown 


Sometimes when I’m lying in my bed, 
The wind comes along, tumbling heels over head. 
And then he goes off sol hear him no more— 
Next, all of a sudden he’s banging the door 
1 And shakes all the windows and climbs up the wall, 
| And then I am sure he has had a bad fall, 
All at once he’s as quiet as any small mouse, 
Then suddenly he’s on the top of the house; 
Dancing and thumping right over my head, 
And then—avell I ’spec’s some one calls him to bed. 


I b’lieve he gets cited, like me, in his play, 
But he’s out too by night, and I only by day. 
The reason he sounds so terrible rough 

Is cause he’s afraid that he won't get enough. 
After all he might really be little like me— 
Dad says I make noise for a dozen, you see! 










ELICATE HANDS that do 

house work, dusting; that are 
plunged in and out of soapy water 
each day; hands that pound a type- 
writer and finger messy carbons— 
how will they look to-night? Old? 
Dry, chapped, red or rough? No, 
indeed—not if you use Italian Balm, 
the original skin softener. 


This rich, skin-penetrating liquid 
makes and keeps your skin smooth 
and soft, in coloring and texture— 
in spite of cold winter weather, 
housework or office work. 


No home-made or store made 


Xew Package 


Green and white, the pack- 
age and bottle containing 
Ttalian Balm have been 
re-styled. Coast-to-coast— 
in drug and department 
stores — the original skin 
softener makes its bow in 
this crisp, sparkling, new 
dress—look for it. 


CAMPANA CORPORATION, 

Yee LIMITED, 356 Caledonia Road, 

Toronto : 

Gentlemen: Please send mea VANITY SIZE 

bottle of Campana’s Italian Balm— FREE 
and postpaid. 


“CANADA'S MOST ECONOMICAL SKIN PROTECTOR” 





Street 


a 





lotion can approach its speed, its 
thoroughness or its widely known 
economy. 

Italian Balm is blended in a secret, 
scientific process. Finest, scientifi- 
cally selected skin-softening ingre- 
dients, many im ported from tropical 
lands, make Italian Balm different in 
every way. 

Absolutely safe. No caustic 
astringents or irritating bleaches. 
Only 5% alcohol; cannot dry the 
skin. At your drug and depart- 
ment store in 35c, 60c and $1.00 
bottles—each a long-lasting, 
economical supply. 


Campanas 
ITALIAN 


@ BALM 


THE ORIGINAL SKIN SOFTENER 


Canadians may hear Sax Rohmer's “Fu 
Manchu” mystery dramas over Columbia net- 
work stations at 8.45 p.m. E.S.T. Mondays 
including CFRB Toronto. British all-star 
cast. Friday nights, ‘First Nighter’’ plays 
from “The Little Theatre off Times Square” 
over NBC coast-to-coast network 9.00 E.S.T. 


Name 


CH12 


—— —_————— 





— —- er 


_ Prov. 








AO 











eo "DIRTY FACE’ 


@ EVERY NIGHT use Perfect 
Cold Cream liberally to get rid of 
below-the-surface dirt. This mar- 
velous cream provides theessentials 
every skin must have—lubrication, 
moisture, protection. Three groups 
of special ingredients supply them, 
all balanced properly of course. 
Famous for more than 40 years. 


@ DURING THE DAY whenever 
your skin needs freshening, cleanse 
it quickly with the new Perfect 
feere veeGiqneizing Moles 
instantly upon app ication, its fine 
oils cleanse in half the usual time. 


And yet only one skin ina hundred 
is really clean! Only one woman 
in a hundred as lovely as nature 
intended she should be! 


Beware the ravages of dirt that 
ages the skin, stretches the pores, 
makesa woman look lots older than 
her years. Get rid of dirt with the 
regular aid of Daggett & 
Ramsdell’s two wonderful creams. 
They are the best that money can 
buy, yet they are within reach of 
every purse. Why not buy a jar 
of each today, and avoid ‘Dirty 
Face’? Every store carries them. 


DAGGETT & RAMSDELL 


Daggett & Ramadeli (Canada) Limited 


Q Church Choir 


always lends dignity to a service of worship when it is properly 
gowned. Does your choir wear gowns? 


Perhaps you have been seeking a method of raising funds to pro- 
vide gowns. If that is the case, you will be interested in learning 
how such funds can be raised by a method that is pleasant and 
dignified to use, and requires only a minimum of effort. 


Write today and complete details will be sent you at once. 


THE MacLean PUBLISHING CoMPANY, LIMITED 
ASSOCIATION DIVISION 
153 UNiversiry AvE., Toronto 2 


Many Healthy Skins the World Over 


Is found in the regular use of the Seap to cleanse and protect 
the skin, the Oimtment to heal any rash or pimple, the 
Taleum to complete the toilet. 

Soap 25c. Ointment 25c and 50c. Talcum 25c. 


Canadian Depot: 
Lyman Agencies, Limited, 
286 St. Paul St., W., Montreal. 









Preparations 









waking in the dark night, and wanting her 
even if it was only just a little 

She looked back at the dividing door that 
led to her room. She wanted to walk 
through it away from her thoughts; to turn 
her back on her old life and begin the new 
with its promise of bewildering happiness, 
but her feet felt chained to the floor 

It would have been nicer as Lyn had 
said, if she had gone with him today; if she 
had allowed herself to be taken, irrevocably, 
so that no possibility of doubt or turning 
back would have remained to her 

Not that there was any doubt in her 
mind; all her love was given to one man, 
all her hope of happiness was bound up in 
him, and yet her eyes wandered once more 
round Andrew’s room. 

He was not a very tidy man. A hundred 
times she herself had put his collar drawer 
straight and folded his neckties. Some one 
else would have to do it in the future, or 
wouldn't it be done? 

She would hate to think of him being 
neglected 

Her eyes fell on a little table beside his 
bed. Bruce's collar lay there Andrew had 
never moved it or suggested that it should 
be put away, and there was a little silver 
clock which she herself had given him, and 
which she always wound for him every 
night, and two books. 

Andrew would never remember to wind 
that clock. Funny that though he was so 
punctilious in some things, in others he was 
as careless and forgetful as a schoolboy. 

She went across to the little table and 
took up the two books. One was an 
uninteresting looking volume on finance, 
and the other-——she caught her breath with a 
little gasp of surprise, for it was a volume of 
collected poems. 

She could not remember having seen it 
before, though when she turned back to the 
fly-leaf she saw her own name written there, 
and a date some ten years ago 

It was a long time since she had read any 
poetry, though once she had been very fond 
of it. It had hurt too much when Lyn was 
on the other side of the world, and she had 
certainly never guessed that Andrew would 
ever read a line of any verse 

She turned the pages of the little volume 
at random, and her glance was caught by a 
pencil mark run down the side of one page 


I will not let thee go 

The stars that crowd the summer skies 
Have watched us so below 

With all their million eyes, 

I dare not let thee go. 

I will not let thee go. 

I hold thee by too many bands; 
Thou sayest farewell, and lo! 

I have thee by the hands, 

And will not let thee go. 


Millicent stood motionless, her eyes on 
the marked verses. Her body felt cold and 
dead, as if it did not belong to her, and only 
her brain was vividly, cruelly alive 


I hold thee by too many bands; 
I have thee by the hands 


That was how millions of women must 
leel about the men they had married, she 
thought dully. Love might be dead, but 
there was still something that held, that 
could not be broken 

Perhaps it was use--duty. God alone 
knew, but there it was, and that was why 
women stayed with men who ill-treated 
them, men who were unfaithful, even men 
who were criminals, and yet they stayed 

“Only I was afraid you were not 
there 

No need to be afraid; she would always 
be there 

The certainty stamped itself through her 
mind without any conscious will of her own. 
She could never break the bonds of fifteen 
years. The tomorrow which she had 
promised Lyn would never come. 

She raised her eyes and looked toward the 
window where the summer sun was slowly 
fading 

She was not conscious of any acute feeling: 
perhaps she was too cold to feel. She felt 
as if she were face to face with Lyn Paget 
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trying to explain to him, to tell him why, 
and failing, failing of course. 

“IT want to come with you. I don’t want 
to stay here, but I shall stay. I must stay.”’ 

She would never sleep in his arms or taste 
the happiness she had craved for. All her 
life she must go on carrying that empty 

heart, that terrible unsatisfied 
longing, and yet —would it have been other- 
wise if she had left Andrew? 
She put the little book down on the table 
in, and turned away She was going 
through that door now, easily enough, but 
not with her back turned on the old life, 
but with her face turned toward it 

She was held by the hands; hands which 
even all the love that another man had to 
give her, could not unclasp 

And suddenly she began to weep. 

“Oh, try to understand try to under- 
stand,”’ she whispered brokenly. “It isn’t 
that I don’t want to. It’s just that I can’t.”’ 

But she knew she could not face Lyn 
again; that would be more than human 
strength could stand 

And the following morning Andrew 
received a telegram at his hotel. 


feeling 1n ner 


Am joining vou today; will explain 
when we meet. Millicent 


He met her at the station, a little uneasy 
and frowning 

“What on earth,” he 
interrupted breathlessly 

“Don't be angry, but I felt lonely. 
I won't worry you. You'll be quite free 
I won't be in your way a bit.”’ 

His eyes softened unwillingly at the 


began, but she 


pleading of her face. 
“Well, you'll find it darned hot in Paris,”’ 
he said. 


T WAS several days later when they were 

driving along the Bois together on their 
way to lunch with several of Andrew’s 
business friends that Millicent said suddenly, 

“IT didn’t know you ever read poetry, 
Andrew.” 

He stared at her. ‘Poetry! Never read a 
line in my life,”’ he said bluntly. 

She explained carefully. 

“T only thought well, there was a 
book on the table beside your bed I 
thought 6 

Andrew laughed grimly 

“You thought I’d been reading it! Well, 
I assure you you're wrong. I brought it up 
one night by mistake for another book, and 
was too lazy to change it. Poetry, indeed! 
I've no time for such rubbish.” 

Millicent said “Oh” very softly, and sat 
still, her eyes fixed steadily ahead of her. 

Only that morning she had received a 
letter from Lyn Paget -an angry, passion- 
ate. broken-hearted letter which presently, 
when she went home, she would add to the 
little packet hidden away in her desk 

Perhaps she would put another elastic 
band round them, and perhaps some day 
in the future, perhaps when she heard that 
Lyn was to be married again, she would 
take them out, and find that it, too, had 
perished as all things do even love 

‘By the hands by the hands 

The soft sound of the motor seemed to 
purr the words at her in soft mockery; they 
seemed to be written across the summer 
sky, across the whole world 

And yet was she altogether unhappy’ 
More unhappy than she would have been 
had she left this man who sat beside her, 
entirely self-engrossed, complacently con- 
fident of himself and of her? 

She turned her head toward him with a 
faint smile, and he looked up 

“What are you looking at me for?” he 
asked 

She shook her head 
I look at you?” 

He made some unintelligible reply, and 
then, 

“Why don’t you put your gloves on?” he 
demanded 

Millicent glanced down at the hands 
lying palms upward in her lap. They looked 
curiously empty she thought, and with a 
desperate effort she clasped them together, 
but she made no answer 


“Nothing —mustn’t 
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Oodle, 
ASIKES- 
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TO be envied for the fair 
{ freshness of your skin,.. 
loveliness that is without a 
hint of artificiality.. Bourjois 
of Paris has created for your 
type the most exquisite ofall 
face powders ... Ashes of 
Roses. It is the charm of 
alluring femininity. 


Ashes of Roses Perfume 
New Trial Size 50c 
Face Powder $1.25 
Rouges 65¢ 
Lipstick 50c Compacts $1.25 
Soap, two cakes in box, $1.00 
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Growing Children 
Need Steedman's Powders 


There isnosafer or gentler laxative for 
babies and children than Steedman’s 
Powders—used for over 100 years. 


rae 

‘7 POWDERS 
Nurses recommend them to regulate 
the system, purify the blood and pre- 


vent complications at teething time. 
Good for children of school age, too. 


What One Mother Says: 
“TI have used Steedman's Powders for my baby 
and must say they give both mother and baby 
great comfort. My baby (Richard) is always 
so well and bricht after he has had one the 
night before.” Signed by a Winnipeg mother. 
FREE BOOKLET 


Our “Hints To Morners” Booklet gives help- 
ful practical advice. Write for free copy to 


JOHN STEEDMAN & COMPANY 
504 St. Lawrence Blvd., Montreal 








In this way you may prepossess a child in 
favor of something or a situation which you 
think other people might lead him to fear. 
For instance, if your child must associate 
with some one who fears the night, see that 
you yourself take pains to give him happy 
impressions of the darkness. As dark falls, 
chat with him about how pretty sunset and 
twilight are; how glad the birds and horses 
are that night is coming, for they know it is 
the time for thern to rest. Some time if you 
are sitting with him in the evening, turn 
out the lights, stay together in the firelight, 
let your baby learn how soft and comfort- 
able and friendly the darkness is. Then if 
other people suggest fear to him, it will make 
no impression; he will have learned to enjoy 
the night. 

If there is some special danger in your 
home or near it—an open staircase, water, a 
busy street, a cross animal, teach your child 
to avoid it, but do not teach him to fear it, 
for fear once absorbed is very hard to lose 
and may well prove to be a great handicap 
in adult life. Let us suppose that there is a 
running brook near your home, and that 
you yourself fear that the baby may become 
too much interested and fall into the water. 
Don’t put him in to frighten him; don’t tell 
him dreadful stories about little boys 
drowned; don’t scream if he does go too 
near. Explain the danger to him in simple 
definite language and enforce your ruling 
that he must not go near the danger unless 
you are with him. This applies particularly 
in the case of animals: a child who has not 
learned fear displays a natural interest in 
dogs, horses and soon. Yet he must learn 
caution. This is the test of your discipline. 
If a child is told not to approach a strange 
dog he must stop. You should not have to 
resort to fear of the dog to make him stop. 
Fear is one of the worst emotional habits you 
can permit your child to acquire. Think of it 
always as a foe, never as a disciplinary 
measure. 

I have spoken of some of the concrete 
fears which children often learn—they are 
frightened of strangers, of darkness, of 
animals or some other special object. They 
have other fears, vague, abstract, formless, 
but none the less fears, too often implanted 
by the cruel thoughtlessness of adults. 
Because mother does not always make her 
“No” mean “No,” her child is disobedient. 
Because her discipline has failed she resorts 
to the threat of fear. She says, “Be good or 
the bogeyman will get you.”” ‘Come along 
with me, or I'll tell the policeman you're a 
bad boy.” ‘‘You go to sleep or I'll tell the 
fears to come in from outside.” Children 
quickly detect the falsity of such threats so 
that they do not achieve their end of forcing 
obedience, yet they leave in childish minds a 
host of suspicions and fears all very hard to 
eradicate. 

One word to you, should your child ever 
fall into real danger. Suppose he tumbles 
into the water, runs near a horse or car. 
The experience itself will probably be very 
terrifying for him and may produce a fear it 
will take him long to get over. Do not make 
the accident more dreadful for him at the 
time by screaming or wild purposeless action; 
try to be calm, and restore his confidence as 
soon as you can. Later, give him many 
pleasurable contacts with the thing which 
caused his accident. In this way his impres- 
sion of fear may be reduced to a minimum. 

Teach your child to love animals, to 
approach strangers with confidence, to feel 
pleasure in the falling of darkness. Above 
all, never by suggestions or threats give play 
to vague fears and you will have done much 
toward setting him on the path of a life that 
is unafraid, confident and happy. 





























children could be 


raised under glass" 


OVER 


Colds would be 


almost unknown 


UT children cannot be 

raised like hot house 
blooms. Outdoor play is essential to the building 
of strong, healthy bodies. With this exposure to 
changing weather, some colds are bound to come 
—and of course they must be treated promptly, 
before complications set in. 


“Dosing” is Risky 


Yet, it is risky to “dose” these colds. Too much 
internal medicine upsets children’s digestions, 
lowers their precious vitality and invites more 
colds and other ills. Millions of mothers now solve 
the problem with Vicks VapoRub—the modern 
external way of treating colds, coughs and sore- 
throat. 
Checks 2 Ways at Once 


Just rubbed on throat and chest, Vicks acts through 
the skin like a poultice or plaster, drawing out 
the soreness and tightness; at the same time, its 
medicated vapors, released by the body heat, are 
breathed in direct to the irritated air-passages. 
Of course, being applied externally, Vicks cannot 
disturb the digestion and may be used freely and 
often, even on the youngest child. 


Equally Good For Adults 


Adults have found by actual use that Vicks is 
just as effective for their colds, too. This better 
method of treating colds ex- 
ternally is in keeping with the 
trend of medical practice which 
is steadily getting away from 
needless “dosing”. 
a a + 

A story book for the children—chock-full 
of pretty pictures in gay colors—will b. 
sent upon receipt of 4 cents in stamps to 


‘over mailing. Write Vick Chemical Co., 
Windsor, Ont. 
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Now Grown and Packed in Canada 





ONG-cooked in whole, fresh milk— 


strained—and ready-to-serve — 
Gerber’s Strained Cereal provides 
baby with a scientifically designed 
cereal food. It is made of finely 
ground whole-wheat and hulled oats, 
with added wheat germ for additional 
vitamin B. (This is the appetite stim- 
ulating vitamin.) The cooking in 
fresh, whole milk increases both the 
palatability and the nutritive value 
of the cereal. The straining through 
finely perforated monel metal re- 
moves the coarse bran particles after 
their food value has been absorbed— 
and gives the cereal the smooth, uni- 
form texture most acceptable to baby. 
No seasoning is added. The strained 
cereal is hermetically sealed, and 
long-cooked by the Gerber process 
which pasteurizes the milk and as- 
sures lasting purity. Gerber’s Strain- 
ed Cereal is ready-to-serve. No fur- 
ther cooking is required. Simply 
warm and serve, or add salt or sugar 
as baby’s doctor directs. 


Vegetables 
for baby 


HEN baby is ready for vegetable feed- 

ings, remember that the Gerber Strained 
Vegetable Products are specially prepared 
for baby’s needs. Each is made from the 
finest garden-fresh vegetables, and prepared 
with modern, scientifically-designed equip- 
ment which assures the utmost uniformity 
and safety, and conserves important vitamin 
and mineral salt values which are lost in 
ordinary open vessel cooking. The straining 
through finely perforated monel metal re- 
moves indigestible crude fibre, and gives each 
product the smooth, even texture best suited 
to baby. Gerber’s Strained Vegetables are 
unseasoned, ready-to-serve. They save you 
hours of time and effort—but most impor- 
tant of all—they are better for baby. 


Ask Your Doctor 


Your doctor can best advise whether you 
should add sugar or salt, or serve Gerber’s 
Strained Cereal unseasoned. He, too, can 
udvise when to start baby’s daily vegetable 
feedings, and which of the eight Gerber 
Strained Vegetable Products are best 
adapted to your own baby’s ae 
needs. Ask for the Gerber SEC ‘ 
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Gerbers ey 
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At Grocers and 
Druggists—15c 
Strained Cereal 
10% oz. can 
Strained Carrots 
Spinach—Prunes 
Tomatoes— Beets 
Green Beans—Peas 
Vegetable Soup 
43% 02. can 


Free Booklet 


Write us for free copy of our interesting 
booklet “Baby’s Cereal and Vegetables.” It 
contains many helpful suggestions for train- 
ing baby’s mealtime habits, Dept. FC-1 


FinE FooDs OF CANADA LTD 
PACKERS OF NATIONALLY oxsteauree WINDSOR, 
FINEST QUALITY FOOD PRODUCTS ONTARIO 


FEAR AND YOUR CHILD 


Baby Learns to be Afraid by Example and by 
Association With Fear-ridden Ideas 


By CLARE McALLISTER 


“Some react to a cabbage worm as they 
| would to a wild elephant. We are not born 
that way. The new-born sets up a fear reaction 
| only to fearful stimuli—the bang of a door, 
| being dropped, a sudden push or pull at its 
blanket, especially by withdrawing its 
support.” —George A. Dorsey. 


SYCHOLOGISTS—men who are 

endeavoring to make a science of the 
study of the human mind—have discovered 
that the only instinctive fears possessed by 
a new-born baby are those of falling from 
a height and a sudden loud noise. If a tiny 
child thinks it is about to be dropped, it 
clings to anything near and cries, thus show- 
| ing that it is afraid. A sudden harsh sound, 
| the slam of a door or a shrieking voice is a 
|shock to a baby’s nerves and the child 
| responds by movement and cries of protest. 
These are the only fears an infant is born 
with. All others are acquired. ‘“‘But,”’ you 
ask, “how is fear acquired? Surely no one 
would teach a little child to be afraid.” 

I shall give you an everyday example of 
such learning, together with the scientists’ 
explanation of how it is done. I called the 
other day at a home where there was a 
small child, just lately able to creep about 
the floor. A cat was also on the floor, and, 
of course, baby wanted to play with pussy. 
When the baby reached the cat, he pulled 
roughly and it drew back. The child’s 

| mother, watching, thought pussy was going 

to scratch her baby, so she screamed loudly 
|and made a sudden dash to chase the cat 
and seize the child. Baby was frightened 
and cried. “See,” said the mother to me, 
“that cat scared the baby.”” Now it was not 
the cat that scared the baby; it was the 
mother’s scream and rush. 

This is an example of what scientists call 
association. What the child originally fears 
is a noise. When he is playing with the cat 
his mother screams, and the fear of the 
scream—a peculiarly harsh noise—becomes 
associated with the presence of the cat, so 
that to the baby’s mind it is the cat which 
is to be feared. A very nervous mother may 
thus “‘teach’”’ her child to be afraid of all 
animals. She does not realize that the baby’s 
fear is her own, and you may hear her say, 
“Roy seems naturally afraid of animals. It 
is too bad.” 

In the same way, a child may learn to be 
afraid of his own little tumbles and mishaps. 
A friend of mine taught her little girl to be 
particularly self-reliant. If she tripped, 
bumped against a chair, sat down suddenly 
or had some other small accident, she picked 
herself up again and went on her way with- 
out crying or demanding sympathy. An 
aunt came to visit in the home. She was not 
used to tiny girls who have just learned to 
walk. If the baby tripped she was horrified, 
she visioned dreadful accidents, she 
screamed and ran to help her niece. Now 
the baby was quite accustomed to tumbles, 
but tumbles accompanied by a shouting 
voice and running footsteps were unknown 
and therefore terrifying. Baby cried. Her 
aunt was teaching her fear, because the 
aunt’s behavior became associated in the 
baby’s mind with a tumble. Soon she feared 
a tumble. 


ET us see another way in which asso- 
ciation may work to produce fear in a 
young child. A man, a stranger, comes in 
and wishes to make friends with your baby. 
He seizes him, tosses him up in the air, and 
baby, who has been taken too suddenly and 
instinctively fears a fall from a height, 
begins to cry loudly. An association is 
made between the fact that this is a big dark 
stranger and the fear of falling. To a baby 
it seems that this sort of stranger is a thing 
to be feared. Your brother comes; you are 
very anxious that baby will smile at him. 
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Baby may run away crying and you will 
wonder why. Through one strong associa- 
tion he has learned to fear all tall, dark men. | 
It may take him some time to forget this. | 
It is very difficult to guard against some 
of these fears learned through association, 
and I suppose no mother can be so careful 
that her child will grow up absolutely fear- 
less. Yet there are some things which can 
be done to prevent a child from growing up 
burdened with the handicap of fear. Watch 
yourself so that you do not behave like the 
mother or the aunt described in the first 
two instances. Guard against such situa- | 





2 and 2 make 4 
It’s time to plan for 20 


| Those first two teeth tell of important 
tions as the third one described above.| processes at work in baby’s tiny self .. . 
Never display fear yourself, for baby learns processes that will form twenty such little 
by example as well as other means, and you | teeth. Calcium from his milk-diet must be 
may suggest fear to the child. A baby’s| converted into their building material. If 
mind is very impressionable and he picks up | there is any halt to this activity, your baby 
emotional attitudes much more readily than | may be marked for life with poor, irregular 
we realize. If you are so afraid of dogs as to teeth, or with cramped and misshapen jaws. 


become tense with feeling and perhaps cry | 
out or run when one approaches you, it is | 
almost certain that your child will learn to | 
feel the same way. If nervousness leads you | 
to shout at the child every time he} 
approaches the top of the stairs, calling, | 
“Watch out! Be careful! Don’t fall!’ you 

need not be surprised that your baby cries 

and whimpers when you take his hand and 

urge him to walk downstairs. You have 

suggested an attitude of fear to him. 

This trait of suggestability on the child 
mind is probably most obvious in such 
simple and, alas, common cases of fear of | 
the dark. If you accept darkness and light | 
as equally natural and beautiful phenomena | 
and if you let the child feel your attitude, | 
he will never learn to fear the dark. But 
he must learn to fear it, for this is not a 
natural fear. Consider your own attitude. 
Do you constantly suggest that darkness is 
unpleasant by such things as—leaving a_| 
light burning in the child’s room, or saying | 
“I'll turn out the light, you don’t mind the | 
dark, do you?” Or saying, “Now don’t be 
afraid of the dark,” or talking in his presence | 
of people who are afraid to be alone at | 
night. Never suggest that darkness is| 
abnormal, and the child will not fear it any 
more than he does the daylight. 


HE mother who is especially anxious 

that her child be never afraid, will not 
only avoid all occasions and suggestions of | 
fear but will take special pains to teach | 
interest in the things which some people | 
fear. One day a friend and I were out walk- 
ing in the country, wheeling my small boy | 
in a go-cart, when we chanced to see a large 
snake. We did not run from it, or scream, | 
nor did we snatch the baby away. Had we | 
done so, the baby might have feared squirm- | 
ing creatures all his life. We took special | 
pains to give a favorable association to the | 
experience. I lifted baby down to where he | 
could see the snake, and said, ‘See the) 
pretty snake, isn’t he funny?” We both 
laughed and baby leaned over to see the | 
lovely colors and wriggling motion. He will 
never fear snakes now unless some mistaken 
person plants a very strong impression of 
fear in his mind. (I say “very strong’’ | 
because it must be so to overcome the | 
pleasure left by his first experience). Rather | 
he will think of snakes as interesting 
creatures. Now you may not wish to go to 
this length with your children, but in a 
countryside where there are absolutely no 
dangerous reptiles it seems unnecessary that | 
a child should be handicapped with fear of a 
small harmless creature. The point I wish to 
make in relating the anecdote has nothing in | 
particular to do with snakes, but it applies 
to any situation where a child might learn 
fear, It is not enough to see that the child 
does not fear. Make doubly sure by adding 
an element of interest and pleasure to his 
experience. [ 





You should give him every assistance. . ° 
and Scott's Norwegian Cod Liver Oil should 
be one of your first considerations. 

Vitamin D is essential in the conversion 
of food-calcium to tooth and bone-build- 
ing material. And Scott's Cod Liver Oil is 
one of the richest sources of this invaluable 
vitamin. In addition, it contains a wealth of 
vitamin A, so important in protecting 
children and adults from such ailments as 
winter colds. Under physicians’ guidance, 
careful mothers safeguard their infants’ 
teeth, and general resistance powers, with 
daily doses of Scott's Cod Liver Oil. 

Three-teaspoonfuls-per-day, of ordinary 
cod liver oils has been found a necessary 
medicinal dose. But for economy and con- 
venience, Scott & Bowne have improved 
on this. They have produced a Norwegian 
Cod Liver Oil of specially high vitamin 
potency. Two teaspoonfuls daily of Scott's 
Cod Liver Oil yields a higher vitamin content 
than three teaspoonfuls of ordinary cod liver 
oil. 

That is why you should give Scott's Cod 
Liver Oil to your baby. It’s a money-saver 
. . . it’s an ideal source of bone-building 
vitamin D and protective vitamin A. It 
helps build better babies. 


Available at all drug stores in 
three convenient sizes (plain 
and flavoured) at 35c, 60c and 







Made by Scott & Bowne, 
Toronto, Canada 
Sales Representatives, Harold 
F. Ritchie & Co., Ltd., 
Toronto, Canada 


Scotts 





Cod Liver Oil 


The Ideal 
Christmas Gift 


For full particulars 
see page 62 

















Chatelaine, December, 1932 


tioned will make very decorative boxes if 
you choose colors and forms that harmonize 
and make a little pattern of the arrange- 
ment; strips in an oblong box, diamonds in 
a square one, stars in a round one. They 
look so luscious when the lucky recipient 
takes off the lid! 

Is there any more appreciated thought at 
Christmas? As a little remembrance in 
itself or an added touch with another gift it 
it adds one more 
“home” touch to the greatest of all famils 
holidays. 


never fails to appeal and 


Fondant 


5 Cupfuls of granulated sugar 
1!4 Cupfuls of water 


14 Teaspoonful of cream of tartar 


Combine the sugar and water in a large 
smooth saucepan, place over heat and stir 
until the sugar is dissolved. Wipe the sides 
of the saucepan with a brush dipped in cold 
water or with a damp cloth wound around 
the tines of a fork to remove any sugar 
grains that adhere to the sides. Add the 
cream of tartar, cover the saucepan and 
allow to boil for three minutes. Remove the 
cover and allow the syrup to boil rapidly 
until a soft ball forms when a little is 
dropped into cold water (238 deg. F.). 
Remove from the heat and pour the syrup 
on to a large platter or marble slab which 
has been wiped with a damp cloth. Do not 
scrape the saucepan on to the main mixture, 
as there is danger of crystallization taking 
place. Leave the platter undisturbed until 
the syrup is cool. With a spatula, a wooden 
spoon or a wooden paddle begin to work the 
mixture drawing it in from the edges to the 
centre turning it over and over until it 
becomes white and creamy. As soon as it 
can be taken up in the hands, scrape the 
platter clean, gather the mass up and knead 
with the hands until it is perfectly smooth 
and of a soft, velvety texture. Cover the 
mass with a cloth wrung out of cold water 
and leave for half an hour. Cut in pieces 
and place in a covered jar or crock to 
“ripen.”” Fondant can be used as soon as it 
is made but improves after standing for two 
or three days. It will keep in a covered 
container placed in a cool, dry place, for 
several weeks. 

If the fondant lumps and crumbles when 
it is being worked cover it with several 
thicknesses of damp cloth and let stand for 
ten or fifteen minutes. If it is not easily 
worked at the end of this time, it has been 
overcooked and should then be returned to 
the saucepan with half a cupful of hot 
water, and boiled again to the soft ball stage. 
From this point follow directions as given 
above. 

With a supply of fondant on hand many 
delicious candies can be fashioned in a short 
time. Directions for some of them are 
given, others will readily suggest themselves. 


Mints 


Place plain fondant in the upper part of a 
double boiler and melt over hot but not 
boiling water. Stir as it begins to soften. 
Add coloring to obtain a delicate shade and 
flavoring as desired, and drop from the tip 
of a spoon on to waxed paper forming round 
patties about one inch to one and a half 
inches in diameter. The following color and 
flavor combinations are suggested: —Green 
flavored with peppermint. Deep red flavored 
with cloves. White flavored with almond. 
These three are suited to Christmas color 
schemes, other suggestions are: chocolate 
(made by adding melted chocolate to the 
fondant) flavored with vanilla or pepper- 
mint. Pink flavored with wintergreen. White 
or green flavored with peppermint. Yellow 
flavored with lemon. Orange flavored with 
orange. 


Stuffed Fruits 


Dates, prunes, figs and cherries may be 
stuffed with fondant and appear very 
“Christmassy.” Knead the fondant until 
soft and smooth, add flavoring and coloring 
if desired. Stone the dates and prunes. 





nes and dried figs for five 

cool. Stuff the centres with 

plain flavored fondant or use fondant which 
has been mixed with « hopped nuts, « hopped 
candied fruit or cocoanut. Roll the fruits in 


fine granulated or powdered sugar. 


Bonbons 


Divide required fondant into three or four 
lumps. To one lump add chopped candied 
cherries and chopped candied pineapple, and 
flavor with vanilla. To another lump add 
chopped candied ginger. To another add 
chopped nuts and flavor with almond or 
maple. To another add dry cocoa to obtain 
a rich brown color. 

Roll each lump into a long uniform roll 
cut in small pieces and shape with the 
fingers into any desired shapes. These 
centres may be dropped in fondant or choco- 
late or rolled in chopped nuts or cocoanut. 

To dip in fondant—-soften the desired 
amount of fondant by placing it in a sauce- 
pan over hot water, add flavoring and color- 
ing as desired and a few drops of cold water 
if necessary to make it thin enough to 
spread. Drop the centres one at a time into 
the melted fondant, stir with a two tined 
fork or a candy dipper until the centre is 
completely covered, lift it up and set cn 
waxed paper making a coil on the top of 
each with the fork. Nuts or bits of candied 
fruits may be put on top for decoration 
before the fondant hardens. 

Candied fruits, dried fruits, nuts, 
caramels fudge, marshmallows, Malaga 
grapes, may all be dipped in fondant as 
directed above. A rich fondant centre is 
made with: 


4 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
4 Tablespoonfuls of unsweetened 
chocolate 
Fondant 


Cream the butter thoroughly, add the 
chocolate which has been melted over hot 
water, and enough fondant, a little at a time, 
to make a mixture firm enough to shape. 
Form into balls or pyramids and dip in 
melted fondant, or chocolate or roll in 
chopped nuts. 


Raisin-Almond Creams 


115 Cupfuls of brown sugar 
'5 Cupful of corn syrup 
2 Tablespoonfuls of honey 
2 Tablespoonfuls of water 
14 Cupful of condensed milk 
1; Teaspoonful of salt 
1, Teaspoonful of vanilla 
1!., Cupfuls of seedless raisins 
14 Cupful of fondant 
!. Cupful of almonds 


Combine the sugar, corn syrup, honey 
and water, and heat, stirring until the sugar 
is dissolved, add the condensed milk and 
cook until a soft ball forms when a little is 
dropped into cold water. Remove from the 
heat, add the salt, vanilla and raisins. 
Lastly add the fondant and the almonds 
which have been roasted with the skins on 
and broken slightly with a rolling pin. Drop 
by small spoonfuls on to a sheet of waxed 
paper or spread in a greased tin. Melted 
sweet chocolate may be spread over the 
candy when it becomes cold if desired. 


Xmas Divinity Candy 


2 Cupfuls of granulated sugar 
1, Cupful of honey 
1g Cupful of water 
2 Egg whites 
Pinch of salt 
!4 Cupful of chopped red and green 
cherries 


Combine the sugar, honey and water and 
boil until the syrup will spin a thread when 
dropped from a spoon (250 deg. F.). In the 
meantime beat the egg whites until stiff and 
add the salt. Pour the hot syrup gradually 
into the egg whites, beating continuously 
until the mixture will hold its shape. Fold 
in the chopped cherries and drop by small 
spoonfuls on to a sheet of waxed paper. 







“Well, well! This IS 
a change! This soup ts 
entirely different, Jean.” 


cookings 
spoil the broth 


“T thought you'd like a change. The reason 
this soup is so aifferent is that it is not diluted 
and re-cooked. You know, I used to add milk or 
water to those other soups. I didn’t add a thing 
to this Heinz soup. It comes fully prepared — 
just right —all ready to heat and serve.” 


Heinz Soups are different. They are made on 
a different principle— made exactly as they are 
intended to be served at your table, and require 
no diluting or doctoring up—no addition of 
milk or water or seasonings—no second cooking. 


There isn’t any guesswork with Heinz Soups. 
In modern kitchens at Leamington, Ontario, 
Heinz chefs — experts in the art of soup making 
-—prepare soup, in small batches—and finish the 
job. Each Heinz Soup is a finished work of art. 


Why not give your family a delightful change in the 
form of Heinz home-made style soups? Get a supply 
from your grocer today. Heinz Ready to Serve Soups 
are economical because they are extra nourishing. 


HEINZ 


Ready-to-Serve 


SOUPS 


Cream of Tomato 
Cream of Asparagus 
Cream of Corn 
Cream of Celery 
Cream of Green Pea 
Vegetable 
Beef Broth 
Mock Turtle 


HEINZ 7“ SOUPS 


MADE BY HEINZ KITCHENS — LEAMINGTON, ONT. — ESTABLISHED 1909 
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as well as beautiful. Many lovely de- 
signs and colors to choose from. Be 
sure to see the new Evangeline design 
in onyx—a rich reproduction of 
Florentine marble. Men’s Keystone 
Military Brushes and complete sets 
are made in ebony or tortoise shell. 
At drug, department or leather goods 
stores. Made and guaranteed by 
Stevens - Hepner Co. Limited, Port 
Elgin, Ontario. 


Gifts of Keystoneware are practical | 





BRUSHES, MIRRORS 
COMPLETE TOILET SETS 
ef 








Winter 
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Clothes 





HEIRL@M 
CHESTS 


Many handsome designs made by 
master workmen. Heirloom Chests 
are always the most pleasing gifts. 











Even a casual examination of this 
issue of Chatelaine will suggest to you 
that you will desire to show it to your 
friends and neighbors. 

Sample copies and all necessary sup- 
plies will be sent you. 

Even a few hours’ pleasurable work 
of this kind will pay you handsorrely 
and, if you desire, help you buy that 
sport costume or other winter wear 
that you want. 









They are on display at your deal’ | 
ers, or write for complete folder | 
of designs. 







Address your inquiry to: 
Local Representatives’ Dept. 


Tue MacLean PUuBLisHING 
Company, LimITeD 
153 University Avenue, Toronto, Ont. 





The CHESLEY CHAIR Co. 


Limited 
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At the Movies 
Continued from page 4 


about twenty of the big names, I believe 

‘The Big Broadcast”’ will probably be the 
| first of a string of pictures featuring radio 
| folks, and it sets a good mark for the others 
to aim at. 


FTER seeing so many mediocre films 
with no particular purpose to them, I 
found a real thrill in ‘‘Washington Merry 
Go-Round.” Here is a powerful story made 
up of the warp and woof of life today; acted 
by a group of men and women, who, although 
they are unknown to the movie world, 
bring a sense of reality and a vividness of 
effect to their characters. 

Here is a movie with ideas, with a swift 
rush of action that works inevitably to its 
unexpected and dramatic climax. It is a 
movie that tells a powerful story with 
memorable effect. A young congressman 
goes to Washington for the first time. He 
frankly admits that he was elected through 
a crooked political.machine, and that he is 
| there with one purpose-—-to doublecross the 
men that brought him to Washington, and 
expose their corruption. He is placed as one 
of the direct descendants of one of the men 
who signed the Declaration of Independence, 
and starts another war all over again in the 
political arena. He has the vibrant enthus- 
iasm of untried youth, but finds himself up 
against dangers he did not imagine possible. 





OUGLAS FAIRBANKS cannot be 
accused of lethargy. With the legiti- 
mate run of moving pictures apparently 
closed to him for the moment, he has gone 
bounding round the world on adventures 
that his fans would have liked to enjoy for 
themselves. And now he has done miracu- 
lous things on a desert island in the South 
Seas. “Mr. Robinson Crusoe” is quite 
ridiculous—yet very good entertainment. 
On a bright and sunny morning, cruising 
through the South Seas, Fairbanks suddenly 
makes a wager that he could live for a year 
on an island with nothing but a toothbrush. 
Forthwith he jumps overboard, but when 
his dog jumps after him, he throws back his 
toothbrush and takes the dog instead. We 
are shown him making an axe from a huge 
shell, but after that it is indicated that 
several months elapse, and we are shown 
the result of his handiwork—ttruly a remark- 
able feat! Hundreds of studio workmen 
must have labored for many weeks to make 
those contraptions! But they are very 
amusing; and since one obviously goes to 
such a film as “Mr. Robinson Crusoe”’ for 
amusement, why quarrel with it? 


The Sweetest of 
Christmas Gifts 


Continued from page 21 


ee 


candied cherries, pour into a pan to harden 
and cut into pieces about one and one- 
quarter inches long. 

If some one on your list is fond of candy 
that is not ‘‘too sweet” include a selection of 
gelatine candies in his box. Marshmallows, 
gum drops andTurkish delight are very easily 
colored with holiday coloring and help to 
make a box look attractive. 

Dried fruits make deliciously appetizing 
and wholesome sweets. Stuffed with nuts, 
other fruits, fondants or a mixture of suit- 
able materials and rolled in powdered sugar 
they are most appealing. They are often 
dipped in fondant as suggested earlier or 
dipped in melted chocolate. A mixture of 
dried fruits and nuts put through a meat 
chopper and moistened with orange juice 
can be fashioned into many forms—slices, 
balls, squares, and garnished with cocoanut, 
whole or chopped nuts or rolled in powdered 
sugar. 


“THERE are Many, many more candies of 
course but we must draw the line some- 
where. Selections from the varieties men- 
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Step into 


Blachiford 
SHOES 


Crafted by Canada’s leading 
shoe stylists to give new 
symmetry and BEAUTY to 
your feet. Blachford Shoes fit 
smoothly, comfortably and 
softly slenderize the feet. 
Improve your ensemble with 
Blachfords, 


STYLE, QUALITY, 
ECONOMY 


SOLD THROUGHOUT CANADA 


Ask your dealer . . . or write 
direct to makers. 


BLACHEORD SHOE 


Manufacturing Co., Limited 
Toronto, Canada 
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The Thunder of New Wings 


Continued from page 19 
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Lo ynopsts of previous installments} 


HEN Richard Lashbrook died in 
England, he left a strangely incon 
gruous group of people behind. There were 
his two daughters, Vicky and Theo— attrac- 


tive girls in their late twenties, and his 
second wife, Clara. Ayrton, the son of his 
second marriage with Clara, and Joan, his 
niece, Who had come from Canada to live 
with her uncle, completed the little group. 

There was a feeling of enmity 
between Clara and her step-daughters. So 
intense was this dislike that although Sir 
Richard had provided that his daughters 
should live at home as long as they wanted 
to, the three girls, Vicky, Theo and Joan, 
decide to go and live in Nova Scotia, on a 
farm which Sir Richard owned on the Bay 
of Fundy. 

When they arrive they find a weird house- 
hold with many potentialities for drama. 
Che farm is leased by Alonzo Haight, a 
powerful old man with a veiled threat 
toward the girls in his manner. Old Mr. 
Tegg, who has been ruined by Alonzo, but 
kept on at the farm to allay talk, and Toby, 
the impudent young man—a “Home Boy” 
who works on the farm are two of the strays 
living in the old part of the farm house. 
Alonzo has a son, Jarge, and an old wife. 

The girls live in the new part of the farm 
house, which is connected by a passage with 
the old. They find a strange sense of fear in 
every one who comes in contact with old 
Alonzo Haight. But Vicky, the gallant says, 
“Let him try any of his villainy on me!” 

The boy Toby they meet under strange 
circumstances, when they interrupt a beat- 
ing Captain Haight is giving him. He is a 
handsome, reckless, attractive lad, but 
apparently utterly graceless. 

The only friends the girls make in Bal- 
meny are Pat Baldry, the young mayor of 
the town, and Miss Fiveash, his aunt. Baldry 
calls the girls his three fairy princesses; and 
secretly, each of them fall in love with him. 
But it is to Vicky that his interest turns. 

Relations at the farm between Alonzo 
Haight and the girls become so unbearable 
that Vicky gives him notice to leave. The 
old man then plays his trump card. Toby, 
the boy whom the girls have always believed 
to be a fatherless waif, is, he declares, Sir 
Richard Lashbrook’s son by his marriage 
to a young French-Canadian girl. She had 
died at childbirth. Toby is the nghtful heir 
to the Lashbrook estates now in the hands 
of the girls’ hated stepmother. Vicky 
sees in Toby a heaven-sent instrument of 
revenge. She decides to marry Pat Baldry, 
and with Pat, Theo and Joan, takes Toby 
back to England where he will assume his 
birthright and as Sir Tobias Lashbrook, 
force Clara and her son Ayrton from their 


home. 


strong 


EEE 


panels of carved oak crowded with fruit and 
flowers and tossing cherubs, while music 
seemed to thrill the waiting air from rounded 
viol and trumpet and blossom-hung lyre. 
Above the gilded frieze the stucco ceiling 
arched like a milky sky. Strange, bright- 
hued birds flew there among the painted 
stars. Three long, diamond-paned windows 
looked out across the moor. 

“The dining room,”” | whispered. 

“Gosh!” whispered back ‘Tobias. 
we eat there?” 

“I think tonight we shall have our dinner 
in Vicky's sitting room.” 

“If Late here I'd need my tails, wouldn't 
ie” 

“Yes, They would look nice.” 
his forehead in perplexity. 
now, Joan. 


“Do 


He wrinkled 
“But, look here 
What's it all for, anyway?’ 

“Heaven knows,” I answered. 

He slipped inside and walked, with his 
slinking, yet graceful gait, around the table. 

“What's it all for?” he was muttering. 


low rk here 


‘That’s what gets me. Why did they do it? 
I know it’s swell to have around you. I’m 
glad it’s come to be mine. But when you 
think of it, nobody needed it. What started 
them? Pat says we were all as poor as fisher- 
men once. When I think of the trawlers, 
when we'd sail out of Lunenburg for the 
sanks, the tackle, the oilskins, the tinned 
jams—oh, I can't tell you what I mean 

“I think I understand.” 

He stopped before me, his brilliant eyes 
on my face. “You do, more than the other 
girls would. Vick ’d say, ‘Oh, Toby, try 
and forget those days!’ And Theo ’d savy, 
‘Oh, Toby, I wish I could paint you with 
that expression!’ And I'd shut up like a 
clam.” 

I did not answer him, for Clara was 
standing before us in the doorway. She had 
freshly arranged her hair. It swept above 
her temples in smooth, pale red waves, and 
her face wore a look of tortured composure. 
Her hands, clasped before her, were white 
as flower petals against the blackness of her 
severe dress. 

“Understand this,” she said, addressing 
Tobias, “I do not for one moment accept 
you as master here until my lawyers are 
satisfied that your claims are just. But, in 
the meantime, you are my guest. My step- 
daughters have brought you here. 1 shall 
treat you as such.” 

There was no knowing what Clara would 
do. One might be fairly certain of what 
Vicky and Theo would do under the stress 
of certain emotions, but Clara—never! At 
that moment, in her proud humility, I 
daresay she seemed a very formidable person 
to Tobias. He became nervously pale, and, 
laying his hand on one of the carved panels 
as though for support, he stammered, ‘'! 
say, lookey here, Mrs.—-Lady Lashbrook, I 
don't want you to go to any extra trouble 
for me. A cot bed, a shake-down—any- 
thing’ll do. If you like, I’ll go to the inn till 
everything’s settled. I don’t want to upset 
you; honestly, I don’t.” 

Rarely have I seen such a piercing glance 
as that which Clara gave her stammering, 
new-found stepson. Her rather small eyes, 
under their red-gold lashes, raked his very 
soul, it seemed. I believe she saw him more 
clearly in that moment than we three had 
in all those weeks of contact. 

Her voice was musical, unhurried, as she 
went on: “You shall have the best guest 
chamber. I am having Katie lay a fire 
there now. If things are not right you must 
let me know.”” She turned now and spoke 
to me with almost aggressive calmness, as 
though she would wipe from my mind all 
recollection of her abandonment in my 
room. “Ayrton and I will have our dinner 
in the breakfast room, Joan. The rest of you 
had better have yours here.” 

“Oh, please, Clara,’’ I said, half angrily, 
“we shall do nothing of the sort. Vicky is 
going to have it sent to her sitting room. 
You and Ayrton must go on as usual.” 

“Then,”’ she replied, ‘‘the dining room 
must remain a sort of No Man’s Land for 
the present. Neither party will eat there 
separately. We can’t risk a meal en famille. 
So—let it go at that.” 

“By thunder,” said Tobias, after watching 
her in silence, as she glided away. ‘‘There’s 
what I call a swell littke woman. I don't 
care what Vicky says. And I like her, too. 
I thought at first I was going to be right in a 
nest of highstrikes but she’s as cool as a 
haddock. Look here, Joan—now, you look 
here —I’m boss in this house, and I’m going 
to see that she’s treated square.” 


“THREE weeks had passed. On a lovely 
autumn morning Ayrton and I were 
lying in the sunshine on a rocky headland 
washed by a fervent wind from the west that 
lifted our hair from our foreheads and set 
our blood in happy motion. Young Ayrton, 
for one, could not be sad on a day like this, 
with the splendid blue of the Cornish sky 
above him and, below, the Cornish sea, 
brilliant as the plumage of a bird, throwing 
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Beautifully bound in dark, pebbled 

leatherette — water-proof and grease- 

proof. Lies open without breaking 

the binding — 160 pages — size 6” by 

Q"—a practical, condensed aid to 
od idaokls 





ooking. 


FIVE ROSES 


COOK BOOK 


Get Your Copy Now 


Embodying the Suggestions of 15,000 Canadian 


Women who Entered their Ideas, Recipes and 
Menus in the Big Prize Contest held in 1930-31. 





After a year of preparation and 
revision, the new Five Roses 
Prize Contest Book, ‘‘A Guide 
to Good Cooking,” is ready. It 
combines in its 160 pages more 


practical, helpful information — 


than has ever before been as- 
sembled in a book of its size, to 
meet the needs of Canadian 
housewives. The Prize sug- 
gestions, menus and _ recipes 
have been tested by dietitians 
under the direct supervision of 
Jean Brodie, one of Canada’s 
leading culinary authorities. 
All those who entered the Prize 
Contest last year will remember 
the promises made to give the 
good cooks of Canada a refer- 
ence book, text book and source 
of information on culinary mat- 
ters that would really solve the 
problems which face good cooks 
| and beginners alike every day 
of life. This promise has been 
kept! 
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Features of the New Improved 
Five Roses Cook Book 
‘A Guide to Good Cooking” 


Tables of cooking temperatures— 
measurements—substitution tables— 
plans that save money and time in 
preparing meals—definitions—menus 
for all 
kinds of breads, rolls, biscuits and 
muffins — sandwiches, etc. — cakes—a 
formula for cakes that 
eliminates failures and the necessity of 


for every occasion—recipes 


new basic 


using high-priced, special cake flours— 
cookies—pies and pastries—vegetables 
— meats — soups — salads and salad 
dressings — desserts, hot, cold, cooked 
fillings and icings 
—luncheon, supper and tea dainties— 
the preparation of “left-overs”, and 
other money-saving ideas—puddings 
and sauces—beverages—jams, mar- 
malades and_ pickles, The whole 
condensed into 160 pages, bound in 
attractive, dark blue pebbled leather- 
ette with a special binding that permits 





and frozen—candies 


the book to lie open on the table so that 
you may read as you work, The first 
edition is limited, so order your copy 
today! 
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COUPON 


LAKE OF THE WOODS MILLING COMPANY, 
LIMITED 


DEPT. 20A, P.O. BOX 1419, MONTREAL 


Please send me, pospaid, a copy of the 
new Five Roses Cook Book, " 1 Guide to 
Good Cooking,” for which I enclose 40c. 
(money order) 50c. outside of Canada 
and Newfoundland. 






RO ala a ao 






Address........— 











tig dies 
Mac 


“hen te eet 
ek. 


MAYBE... MAYBE NO 


Fine cooks today find it saves 

time, materials and labor to 

let Taylor Thermometers tell 
exactly “when” 


the 
spinning 


HUNDRED YEARS AGO days 
of our great-grandmothers 
sugar-threads was a common practice. But 
modern cooks the temperature of 
the kitchen makes this test uncertain; 
they want something really reliable. They 
look to exact temperatures and thermom- 


in 


~ 


know 


eters to tell more accurately when “it’s 
done.” 

So in Canadian homes and domestic 
science kitchens Taylor Candy Thermom- 


eters, Taylor Home Bake Oven Thermom- 
eters, Taylor Fat Frying Thermometers 
save time and materials. 

Taylor also makes the finest grades of 
House Thermometers, Window Thermom- 
eters for reading outdoor temperatures, 
and Stormoguides for forecasting weather. 
All are accurate. For Taylor Instruments 


are standard the world over. Put a Stormo- | 


guide on your husband’s Christmas list 
and cooking thermometers on your own. 
Ask your local hardware man or druggist. 
If they cannot supply you, write us direct. 
Taylor Instrument Companies of Canada 
Limited, Tycos Building, Toronto 2. We 
guarantee safe delivery and satisfaction 
with all Taylor lines. 


TAYLOR CANDY THERMOMETER. 4 real Christ- 
mas suggestion. 8-inch white vitreous enamel scale with mag- 
nifying mercury tube. Range 60° to 320° F, Adjustable clip 
for attaching to vessel. Price, $2.50. 


TAYLOR HOME BAKE OVEN THERMOMETER. | 
A gift for a happy-cooking New Year. 6-inch white vitreous 
enamel scale. Glazed pottery base. Magnifying mer- 

cury tube for easy reading. Range 200° to 800° F. 

Price, $2.50. . 
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Variations on a Christmas Menu 


Continued from page 20 


add support to this course, and for a salad 


to follow I think you will like thin slices of 


grapefruit, moistened with French dressing, 
dusted lightly with paprika and arranged 
on a lettuce leaf or two. Garnish with 
watercress and you have a picture of green 
crispness which is most appealing. Ice 
cream is the dessert, and if you like you 
might color it pink or pale green, then add a 
few chopped cherries and a spoonful of 
whipped cream on the top. Of course, you 
may choose something else—a mince pie 
or a not too rich pudding. Or, again, a 
ginger or maple Bavarian cream if you 
want something cold. 

Then for those who can satisfy their wish 
for something very special on this dav, there 
are all sorts of less usual foods and ways of 
serving them. Fruit juice appetizer with 
fussy little canapés to serve with them may 
greet us when we enter the dining room. 
It may be lightly sweetened and faintly 
spiced cranberry juice, with an ice cube 
colored a quite decided green floating on the 
top. Could anything be more Christmassy? 
Stuffed olives, celery curls, some delicious 
watermelon rind pickle are on the table, 
and when the first course is finished, in 
comes a lordly turkey and a heaped-up dish 
of mashed potatoes with a little pool of 
melted butter on the top. Cauliflower 
sprinkled with grated cheese, or broccoli 
dotted with butter and seasoned with salt 
and pepper. A molded vegetable salad, or 
one served in pimento cups or simply a 
combination of fresh crisp greens with a 
French dressing, is excellent after this. 
With the salad tiny rolls, cheese straws, 
thin wafers, hot biscuits or small bread and 
butter sandwiches. Then plum pudding 
with a holly spray atop to be served with a 
creamy hard sauce or another variety if 
| you prefer. There may be a nibble of cheese 
| afterward and coffee in little cups to finish 
| off the meal. 

But it is not only the food—-though it is 
| ever so important—-which makes the dinner 
lone to remember. We love to see the 
| Christmas colors and motifs used artistic- 
ally for appropriate decoration. The 
| trimming of the table may be of the simplest 
or as elaborate as time, money and a lively 
imagination will allow. It may be merely a 
bit of green with a few red berries or it may 
be an arrangement of pine cones, real or 
artificial holly, poinsettias, mistletoe and 
other jolly things which seem to have a 
“Merry Christmas’’ message for us. Some 
| of these you can put away for next year so 
| they really are quite economical. There 
are many things, too, you could do with 
fruit and afterward you could eat it, so it 
isn’t so expensive after all. Or, again, you 
can delight the children by making a big 
snowball of cotton wool, sprinkled with 
“snow” and trimmed with tinsel and a 
| benign Santa Claus to watch over it. You 
can, indeed, use any one of a dozen decora- 
tions according to your circumstances, and 
|if one is clever with her fingers you may 
| have the gayest, brightest, cheeriest one for 
just a few cents. 

Have the best Christmas dinner you can 
afford, well planned to avoid as much fuss 
and bother as possible, and each dish made 

| perfect by careful preparation and attractive 
| service. But to whatever menu you choose, 
| add a generous supply of the real Christmas 
spirit of good cheer and good will, and 
every one will have a Merry Christmas. 





Frutited Indian Pudding 


4 Cupfuls of milk 


14 Cupful of cornmeal 


1 Cupful of molasses 

1 Teaspoonful of salt 

14 Cupful of chopped figs 

14 Cupful of raisins 

14 Cupful of chopped prunes 


Add the cornmeal gradually to the scalded 
milk in a double boiler and cook for half an 
hour stirring frequently. Add the molasses, 


salt and fruits, turn into a greased baking 


dish and bake in a slow oven 
degrees Fahr.) for about two hours 


cp) 


Carrot Pudding 


1 Cupful of grated carrot (raw 
1 Cupful of grated potato (raw 
1 Cupful of bread crumbs 
1 Cupful of raisins 
1 Cupful of currants 
1 Cupful of brown sugar 
84 Cupful of finely ground suet 
14 Cupful of flour 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
15 Teaspoonfuls of ground mixed 
spices (cinnamon, nutmeg 
etc.) 
» Teaspoonful of baking soda 
2 Tablespoonfuls of sour milk 


Mix thoroughly all the ingredients as 
listed, sifting together the dry materials, and 
turn into a well greased mold. Cover 


tightly and steam for three hours 


Appetiz ? 


4 Cupfuls of cranberries 
4 Cupfuls of water 
2¢ Cupful of granulated sugar 
A little spice if desired 


Cranberry 


Cook the cranberries until the skins pop 
open. Strain through cheesecloth. Bring 


the juice to boiling, add the sugar and boil | 


for two minutes. Cool and serve thorough! 
chilled. In each glass place a deep green 
colored ice cube and serve with assorted 
canapés cut in stars and bell shapes. 


Chiffonade Salad 


Any combination of greens may be used 
lettuce, endive, escarole, watercress, pepper- 
grass, chopped cucumber, chopped celery. 
Arrange attractively on individual plates 
and serve with vinaigrette dressing. 


Vinaigrette Dressing 


1 Teaspoonful of salt 
White pepper 
114 Tablespoonfuls of tarragon 
vinegar 
1 Tablespoonful of chopped sour 
pickles 
1 Tablespoonful of chopped 
parsley 
\{ Teaspoonful of paprika 
3 Tablespoonfuls of cider vinegar 
14 Cupful of salad oil 
1 Tablespoonful of chopped 
green pepper 
1 Tablespoonful of chopped 
onion or chives 
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Way not havea good old-fashioned 
family candy- making party? ? The 
children will have a grand time. So 
will you. And even if it’s been years 
since you've made candy, don’t hesi- 
tate... this recipe for Knox Dainties is 
easy to follow and the results are sure 
to be perfect. 34c pays for all the in- 
gredients—including Knox Sparkling 
Gelatine—and, really, nobody ever 
ate candy that tasted quite so deli- 
cious. It is so good you will be happy 
to get it or give it as a gift. It’s pure, 
too—candy of which the children 
can safely and healthfully eat their fill 
—candy of which even people on re- 
ducing diets needn't be afraid to eat. 


Novel Candy Box ‘Pattern... FREE! 


| Just send the coupon below and we 


Mix the seasonings, vinegars and oil and 


beat or shake thoroughly until the ingre- 
dients are well mixed. Add the remaining 


ingredients and serve with a salad of greens. | 


English Meat Pie 


14 Pounds of round steak 
Flour 
2 Cupfuls of water 
Diced cooked carrots, peas, 
onions 
String beans, or other vegetables 
Mashed potatoes 


Butter 

Bacon 
The steak should be about one and a 
quarter inches thick. Pound it well and 


rub flour into both sides. Brown in a hot 
pan, add the water, cover and cook for half 
to three-quarters of an hour or until tender 
Arrange the cooked vegetables in a deep 
baking dish—cover with the meat and pour 
the gravy from the pan over all. Top 
roughly with thoroughly mashed potatoes, 
dot with butter and brown in the oven 
Serve topped with crisp bacon curls if 
desired. 


will mail you the pattern for a home- 
made candy box that you can make 
and decorate in any quantities your- 
self. And with the pattern we will 
send you a dozen new ideas for con- 
tribution to holiday happiness. Just 
send in the coupon, and in the mean- 
time why not order a package of 
Knox Sparkling Gelatine today? 
Knox Dainties 


4 level tablespoonfuls Knox Sparkling Gelatine 
1cupcold water Red and green coloring 
149 cups boiling paste or liguid 


water 16 teaspoonful pepper- 
4 Cups sugar mint extract 
I teaspoonful cinnamon extract 
Soak gelatine in cold water about five minutes. Heat 
sugar and boiling water to boiling point, add softened 
gelatine and boil wly for filteen minutes, Re move 
from fire and divide into two equal parts. Color one 
part a delicate red and flavor it with the extract of cin 
namon; color the « ther part a delicate gree 1 flavor 
with the extr of peppermint. Pour candy into two 
| loaf pans, which have been rinsed in cold water, and 
} putin a cool place (not a refrigerator) allowing cand 
| to thicken for at least twelve hours. With a wet sharp 
knife loosen about edges of pan and turn out. Cut 
into cubes and roll in powdered sugar. 
i ey eee add three table 
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KNOX GELATINE, Dept. a 
140 St. Paul Street W., Montreal 


Please send me FREE the pattern 






for the Candy Box ...and the special NEY 
cociges for a new-fashioned Plum 

Pudding and other Holiday Dishes. 
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Vicky waved her stalk of verbena. “So 
do I! SodoI! Don’t you, Patrick?” 

He stopped so suddenly that she was 
crowded agai him. He turned and put 
his arm about her waist 

Toby was between Theo and me. He 
caught a hand of ea nd thus linked, 
stru out along t it roceeded., 

Light hone the « indow 
They were expecting us, were gro iped about 
the door to meet u 

“Welcome to our humble cot, Sir Tobias.” 
said Mrs. Palmer jovial I hope you 
wil make it your second home. Enid and 


I are delighted to have you,” 

“Yes; and you'll help me, won’t you?” he 
answered, assuming the pleading look I was 
beginning to know so well. ‘Things are 
sort of queer and new to me. Enid and 
you'll give me a boost when I need it, eh?” 

He had met Mrs. Palmer and Enid 
several times at Cobbold House. On those 
occasions he had been 1d watchful. 
“Dear boy,” cried Mrs. Palmer, laving her 
hand on his arm, “‘if there is anything Enid 
and I can do!” 

The fox terriers were barking ferociously 
about Benny while | from under his 
thick fringe with angry old eyes, and Theo 
held } “It is so long since he has 
called on them,’’ shouted Mrs. Palmer, 
above the din. ‘Ned! Timmy! You 
remember dear old Ben, don’t you? Fancy 
if we grown-ups went on like that!’ 

After some sniffing, the terriers were 
reminded of pleasant associations in the 
smell of Benny. They wagged their tails 
and leaped to their stronghold, the sofa, and 
curled up there, Tim’s muzzle laid across 
Neddy’s milk-white flank. 

Jerome sat down beside me. ‘Tell me 
about this Sir Tobias. Is he a nice sort of 
youth? Can the three of you manage him? 
Is he going to prove a sufficient vehicle of 








shy ar 





he glared 


us COilar, 


revenge?” 

“It is not revenge,” I said. “It is simply 
justice. You would not have had us leave 
him condemned to poverty and hard work, 
would you?” 

“What a change this must be for him! 
I think the whole affair is charming. After 
all there’s nothing like being cared for.” 
He struck a match and lighted a cigarette. 
His delicate features wore their accustomed 
look of sweet-tempered boredom. 

“He said: “‘Joan, have you come back to 
take care of me?” 

“Indeed, no. I’ve enough on my mind.” 

“But I should be nothing on your mind. 
A feather. A bit of down. A faint perfume. 
Very faint.” 

“You don’t mean a word you are saying, 
I replied. “Let us talk sense. Tell me what 
you think of Vicky’s husband.” 

: “IT am not so sure that he is Vickv’s 
I should say that she is his wife. 
His voice, always low, 


“I'm glad 


” 


husband. 
Just the sam 
sank to the shadow of a whisper. 
it was Vicky he married, and not 

“Theo,” I finished. “On the contrary, 
I think they would have made a very hand- 
some couple.” 

Mrs. Palmer now said: “I’m expecting a 
Mr. Seagrave this evening—an artist. 
Nease don’t be annoyed, dear girls. He's 
He’s so interested in you. 
He and a friend—a Frenchman who paints 
the most delightful cows—have taken that 
tumbledown old house named Judy’s Hall 


that seems just about to topple over a 
Enid 


been so lonely. 


ledge. They have their studio there. 

and Jerome and I were down to tea, and 
again to déjeuner. My dears, the French- 
man, Mr. Buisson, made it himself. Such a 
meal as I ate! Spinach, an omelet—one 
would have said the eggs had been laid 


by—” She struggled for a word. 

“Angels,” suggested Toby. 

“Yes! Angels. What a brilliant idea! 
Where was 1? Ah, yes. Then cold meat. 
A salad, strawberries, eaten ¥ ith Swiss 
cheese beaten up with sugar. Cottee 
Thev said they might drop in this evening. 
They are so lonely. Foreigners, you know, 
Mr. Seagrave has never been in Cornwall 
before.” 

Vicky looked annoyed. She said, “IT think 
we had better go. I really don't want to 


meet strangers now.” 


“Please, please,” cried Mrs. Palmer, clasp 
ing her hands. ‘Please don’t go. You 
needn't say a word, if you don't wish. And 
Sir Tobias and Enid need not be interrupted 


in that absorbing conversation of theirs. 
Really they look rather precious sitting 
together on that window seat, don’t they?” 
She gave her sudden, loud laugh that now 
seemed to me to be charged with dreadful 
meaning. I felt certain that she was hot in 
pursuit of Toby for her daughter. So soon 


yung Ayrton! 

Toby and Enid made a pretty picture 
sitting before the open casement framed in 
the honeysuckle that hung like perfumed 
fringe against the night. 

Soon Mr. Seagrave and his friend were 
admitted by the smail, large-capped maid. 
Mr. Seagrave was a tall, loosely put together 
man about forty with close-cropped fair 
hair, prominent, reckless, blue eyes and a 
lazy mouth. 

Buisson, the 


compact build. 


to shilt from ye 


Frenchman, was of more 
He wore a small, upturned, 


sandy mustache and an air of almost 
aggressive gravity. 
They were greeted by the family as 


friends and then presented to us. 

“Let me tell you,” said Buisson, standing 
in the middle of the room. “I have never 
worked so hard in my life. Jimmy, you 
may think, is indolent, a soft liver, but 
I assure you I am stiff all over trying to 
keep up with him. He had me up before 
daybreak to catch the color effects of 
sunrise on the cliffs. Yet he could find no 
that suited him. 
clambered, my blood coursing wildly 
through my veins.” 

“Don't mind him,” interrupted Seagrave. 
“He often babbles like this. His mind is 
becoming unhinged, I fear, by the stu- 
pendous Cornish scenery.” 

Pat came and dropped on the cofa beside 
me. Jerome had gone to stir the fire. It 
now roared up the chimney sending forth a 
heat that scorched our faces and crackling 
an accompaniment to the conversation. 
Every one seemed to be talking at once. 

“Idiots,”’ Patrick growled low in my ear. 

“Who?” 

‘Those artist fellows. I hate all artists— 
painters, poets, barbers, actors, writers. 
j Cynical, gibbering ego- 
of them. And look at 
-she’ll leave no stone 
unturned. Toby, just imagine—such callous 
cruelty. But the girl’s struck on Seagrave. 
She gave him a look as he stood in the 
I'd have never believed she had 


spot 


They're all alike. 
tists. eve ry one 
Mrs. Palmer 


doorway. 
it in her.” 

Seagrave was addressing Toby: 

“IT hear you have given up deep-sea fishing 
and turned baronet.”’ 

Tobias grinned. ‘‘Yes, I guess so.” 

“This life must seem very tame to you.” 

“Oh, no. I like it.” 

“You do? Ah, but it will become tame. 
You will long for your old free existence. 
I shouldn’t be surprised to hear that within 
the vear you had returned to it.” 

Still more Toby’s mouth widened and his 
“Not much. 
I like 


eves narrowed to shining slits. 
You'll never catch me going back. 
it too well here.” 

“You like it here,’’ Buisson repeated with 
intense gravity in his precise tones. ‘‘Now 
tell me what you like best. The company? 
The fine house? The social consequence? 

‘The whole darned thing,” said Toby. 

“You will get bored, suffocated,”’ insisted 
peagrave. 

“Toby 
said Vicky. I saw 
Mr. Seagrave. 

“Only the stupid are tranqui,” said 
“You are part French, are you 


is too intelligent to be bored,” 
that she distrusted 


Buisson. 
not?” 
Tobias looked at Vicky as though for 
support. ‘My mother was a French lady of 
Quebec. I have an aunt and some cousins 
there now. Her name was Anne St. Hilaire.” 
“Yes? You speak French?” 
“No. I wish I could.” 
“You would learn with facility. 
like to teach you.” 
cried Vicky. “If you 


I should 
“Splendid!” only 
would!” 


Seagrave said: “‘Hector is as poor as a 





Up and down we | 





Te art of choosing the right 
gift—of just knowing for cer- 
tain that what you have selected 
will surely more than gratify— 
is an art inceed. 


A pair of Mossfield Blankets or 
Comforters is always a most 
welcome gift—for two reasons 
—first, because bed coverings 
are always in demand in every 
home—there are never too many 
blankets. And second, essential 
for a hope chest or household 
use is @ pair of pure wool 


blankets—Mossfield Blankets. 


The finest productions of the 
weavers. looms are Maossfield 
Blankets—purest, finest wool 
made in the most delightful 
patterns and colour tones. 


And the modest cost of Mossfield 
Blankets will put the greatest 
value for your money under the 
Christmas tree. 
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Messficld 


ankets and Como rlers 


Whites « 


Colours 


Plaids 


Mossfield Blankets are on display in the better 


, 
slores throughout Canada, 


Your dealer, tf he has 


no slock on hand, can secure them for you readily. 


PORRITTS & SPENCER (Canada) LIMITED 


Hamilton, Canada 
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Asp RIN 


has SPEED! 


When you take Aspirin, you are sure of 
immediate relief. Because these tablets dissolve 
at once. Their action is almost instantaneous. 
Your pain is gone before a slower tablet could 


have any effect! 

So, stick to the tablets that relieve your 
suffering promptly. Time counts, when you're 
in pain! You can always depend on the reliable 
and uniform action of genuine Aspirin. 


And tablets of Aspirin are perfectly safe. 
Doctors will tell you they contain nothing to 
depress the heart. 


Aspirin tablets cost so very little, there’s really 
no economy in buying anything less effective. 


“Aspirin” is a trade-mark registered in Canada 


5 
AYE 
BATTER 


What Does Your Boy Do 
In His Spare Time? 


Are you one of the parents who often wish that your boy had 
something to do in his spare time? Something to keep him out 


of mischief? Have your boy write to our Young Canada Boosters’ 
Club today. He can earn as much as $12.50 per week in his spare 
time. We have hundreds of boys doing it. Enjoyable, pleasant 
work, and a sound training for boys. Write to 


YOUNG CANADA BOOSTERS’ 


153 University Avenue, Toronto, Ont. 


CLUB 

















for soups, stews, 
sandwiches, 
sauces, etc., 

also as a beverage 


Marmite—the Great British Yeast Food 
—is particularly rich in the all-import- 
ant Yeast Vitamin B. Sold by grocers 
and druggists everywhere. 





Write MacLaren-Wright Ltd., Toronto 
- 2, for free sample and special recipes. 
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its spray against the cliff with more oi a 
caress than a buffet. 

“I don’t care,”’ he said, rolli 
back. ‘‘Let him be the eldest son if he 
The law says he is. I expect I’ \ 
to live on, and perhaps mum: 
dreadfully particular about m«¢ 
not a baronet. She'll miss contr 
thing. She loved to manage the 
Neither she nor Vicky can bear 
question what they do. I suppose t 
why they never could get on tog 
truth is the whole thing has made m 
sick. Missing school. Having every eye 1n 
the village glaring at me. The feeling in tl 
house so explosive that you're sure the next 
minute will see the roof flying off. It’s 
enough to age a fellow, if it didn’t make a 
drivelling idiot of him.” 

“I know, I know,” I said. “It’s been 
horrible for you, Ayrton. And now you 
know the worst, you can go back to scl 
and get into the sports and be far too busy 
to think of it.” 

**The fellows will rag me,”’ he said. 

“That will soon be over. Show that you 
don’t care.” 

“TI can imagine the jokes about ‘Sir Toby.’ 
Milford Minor sent me a picture post-card 
already of a Toby jug brimming full with a 
frothy head on it. Silly ass.” 

He looked so pathetic sprawling there in 
the lovely promise of his youth that I put 
my hand on his head and stroked his fine, 
fair hair. It had been a hard time for him. 
The homecoming of the late baronet’s elder 
son had created a flurry that was almost 
hysterical in Penworthy and its neighbor- 
hood. Even the Loridon papers had made a 
large and somewhat derisive gesture in our 
direction. Reporters had come down and 
would have interviewed us had we sub- 
mitted. They did get a photograph of Toby 
caressing Theo’s old sheep dog on the lawn. 
Wild stories were published of his boyhood 
in Canada. Wild stories, too, of his father’s 
visits there. The strange origin of the 
baronetcy was recalled; how that first Lash- 
brook had gone up to London smelling of the 
byre and had returned scented with royal 
favor. To us it was almost unbearable that 
our corner of Cormmwall which had always 
been so remote, so cut off from England, 
should suddenly be a centre of observation 
Now that the affair was settled, we hoped to 
sink once more into our old, drowsy oblivion 
a happy state where no one went beyond the 
Lizard peninsular; nothing happened, and 
we were born, married other Cornish folk, 
and, at last, were buried in the graveyards 
of our fathers. 

Ayrton said, “Keep on stroking me, Joan. 
You have a nice touch.” 

“Have I?” 

“Yes. It makes one feel as though every- 
thing was all right. Start at the top of my 
head and keep on over my forehead to my 
eyes. That’s nice.”’ 

The poor boy’s brain was tired from all 
this unaccustomed anxiety. I could not 
understand why his sisters should dislike 
him. Perhaps it was because they had 
always seen him under the shadow of Clara's 
wing, and then he had an irritating chal- 
lenging manner toward them that he never 





| assumed with me. The sight of him touched 


me as he lay there, in the freshness of his 
still child-like beauty, for his prospects were 
now uncertain. He had to shake down into a 
younger brother’s shoes, while an ignorant, 
egotistical being like Toby filled the place 
for which he had been prepared. 

I stroked and hummed a lazy tune. The 
west wind, drenched with its cargo of sea 
scents, swept past us inland. 

My eyes were on the village lying below 
us to our right. How many a time since I 
was ten I had stared in wonder at it perched 
on its craggy rock! I used to imagine how 
once it had been an orderly little village 
with white houses placed at regular intervals 
along a shining, straight, white street some- 
where a long way off, and how a raging 
storm had come and torn the houses from 
their foundations and cast them into the 
sea, and, after many days of tossing, had 
hurled them up against this great rock that 
bent above the cove. There they had found 


what foothold they could, on ledges and 
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Ay 


and battered from the 


ittings and so clung together 





d over, and lay supported on 





hic elbow “There’s one thing,” he said, 
1 t have to stop in Penworthy. 1’! 
I like. I'll live my own life now 

Of course. I shall have to go in for somethir 
1 n't know what. I say, Joan, what do 
thi of that Toby person? I can't 
n out. To think he’s my half 
t [he governor was busy, wasn’t 
A | ed him last night where he 
wanted us to go and he said, ‘You’re to 
t to id help me, advise me, and 


Iks about help and advice, 
‘he never does anything 
to He said to me this 
nto my bedroom—and 
kid, you stick by me and 


and yet I'll v 
he doesnt 
morning Cal 


‘ 1 
said: “Look | 


‘ll stick by you We're brothers, see!’ 
. or a wv ker kad hir 
For a minute I could have knocked him 
down, and then it was so funny I just 


laughed he got my 


laughed, and when I 
hand and gave it a squeeze, and he looked 


straight into my eyes and said: ‘We'll fool 

all these women folk. We'll stand by each 

other and have a good time!’ I don’ 

believe mother hat half as much as 

she expected to. After all, it isn’t his fault; 

it’s all Vicky’s doing, and mums has con- 
} 


centrated on her. You've heard, haven't 


es him 


you, ol 
sticks it full of pins. I really believe mums 
could make an image like that of Vicky. 
Shouldn't be surprised to catch her chanting 
curses over it one day.” 

“It’s a dreadful thing,” I said, “to think 

of our all living together in that house 
stuffed full of hate. I don’t see how we 
can do it. I don’t see how Pat can do it. 
He won't, I’m very sure.” 
“Is he going to live on Vicky 
you know?” 
' “Oh, he 
answered, warmly. 

Ayrton suddenly sat bolt upright. He 
stretched out his arm, pointing down into 
the village. ‘“‘Look, Joan. There he is now, 
don't you see—in front of Oag’s! That’s 
the first time he has gone down alone. 
Who’s that with him? Oh, it’s Telford of 


sponge, 


has money of his own,” I 


The Swan. He breeds bulldogs. By George, 
if Toby hasn’t got one on a lead! They'll 
never let him keep it. They won't have any 
dog in the house but old Benny. He'll have 
to keep it in the stables."’ His eyes were 


shining with excitement. 


OBIAS was built for success. That 
evening we took him—Baldry, Vicky, 
Theo and I to call at The ¢ oud ge. It was 


our first visit there since our return from 
Canada. Mrs. Palmer, Enid and Jerome 
Wain had been to Cobbold House several 
times, but Vicky, who laid down the law 
for us, had insisted that we make no calls 
until Toby’s status was absolutely settled. 

We spoke little as we followed the wind- 
ing path that led to The Cottage. In Indian 
fle we w darkly over the dew-soaked 
grass. We skirted Cullen's Mead where the 
last glow of the western sky was caught and 
held in the pond as in a goblet of wine. 
Above the bending wood on Tower Hill the 
alterglow rose like a wall of red amber. 
Above the red was saffron that, in turn, 
melted to clear, pale green, to pearl, to 
violet. 

Vicky carried in her hand a spray of 
lemon verbena. She sang a little song in 
her small, sweet voice and beat time with 
the spray that flung back a: shower of 
sweetness in my face. I could see Pat's 
head and shoulders inky black against the 
sky. Behind me I could hear the soft pad 
of the old sheepdog’s feet and the jingle of 
his collar. 

“It smells like frost,” I heard Theo say. 

Toby's voice replied: ‘It will be cold by 
the Banks tonight.” 

“There is the new moon in the south,” 
said Theo. ‘Who is going to wish?” 

Over my shoulder I saw it curve like a 
brazen knocker on the dark door of heaven 

“I wish we might walk like this in the 
moonlit night forever,” said Theo. 
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ive Waterman's 
the ben 


A gift of rare beauty... a gift of 


lailv é' ; Just as there is a Waterman’s Pen 
daily usefulness ... a gift of known quality i to fit every purse, there is a Waterman’s 
° ry ei ’ = , . * J . © 
... these mean one thing... Waterman’s. Waterman's Desk 
Sets . . . distinctive 


ree het] gp point to suit every style of handwriting. 
nd no matter whether y re “ne ee 

matter whether your Christma: gifts . . » for men And the well-known superiority of the 
and women, 


$7.50 up Waterman’s point is assurance of years of 

4 perfect writing performance. There is only 
one thing that is better than giving a 
Waterman’s at Christmas ... and that is 
receiving a Waterman's! 
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budget calls for modest or generous ex- 
penditure, you can be sure of getting in a 
Waterman’s the utmost in value. Below are 
a few gift suggestions. Your dealer will show 
you the complete Waterman’s line. 
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LADY PATRICIA—A dainty pen 
for women and girls. Clips tight in 
handbag. Persian, Onyx, Turquoise, 
Jet and Nacre. Pencil to match. 








PATRICIAN—Aristocrat of pens for 
men. Large gold nib. Onyx, Turquoise, 
Jet, Emerald, Nacre and Moss Agate. 
Pencil to match. 
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NUMBER 92—A splendid pen at a mod- 
est price. Particularly suitable for chil- 
dren. Two-color combinations: Red-and- 
Green-and-Gold. Pencil to match, 


NUMBER 94—An ional value in 
a medium-priced pen for men and boys. 
Your choice of Blue, Brown, Jet and 
Pearl Gray. Pencil to match. Gold... 
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Watermans Pens 
$975 to $1000 
Pencils to match 

$1°° YJ $500 





Waterman’s— Note 





L. E. Waterman Co., 


Right point longer 
and narrower than 
left; sharp inner 
points on tips. 


Limited, Montreal 


Other Make No. 2— 
One point flatter 
than other; tips not 
symmetrical; thin, 
pitted iridium. 


Other Make No. 3— 
Jaggedinkchannel; 

irregular tips: flat 
sides end in ridges 
on writing surface, 


symmetry of points, 
roundness of tips, 
smoothnessof writ- 
ing surface. 


New York City, 


SOLD IN SETS OR SEPARATELY 


Chicago, Boston, San Francisco 
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See what a difference 
a poster bed makes 





Malcolm Colonial furniture at the lead- 
ing stores. Your choice of sturdy posters, 
graceful dressers, stately high boys and 
deep-drawered chests in honey-toned 
maple, old mahogany or rich walnut 
browns. It’s easy and economical to 


Send for 
free booklet 











obtained. 





olour Effects 


The shades on your decorative table and 
floor lamps can only attain their fullest 
beauty when bulbs of the right colour are 
used. Experiment with bulbs of various 
colours until the most pleasing effect is 


IAC’ MAZDAIAMPS 





Can You 
Believe It’s 
the Same 


Unless you look closely, you'll think they are two distinct rooms. 
But only the bed has been changed. How much more charming a 
bedroom becomes, with the addition of an Andrew Malcolm 
Colonial bed. You too can work magic in your bedroom, with one 
of these ancestral posters. 


Go see these historic beds and other 


(olonial Bedrooms | 


dp Hebe Mabakn 


transform a room into a lovely Colonial bedroom, with 
this open stock Andrew Malcolm furniture. Send for a 
free booklet, to Dept. CL1232. 


Andrew Malcolm FurnitureCo., Kincardine, Ont. 


Factories, Kincardine and Listowel - 60 Years a Furniture Manufacturer 


COLOURS 


Amber-orange 
Flame 
Ivo 


Old Rose 











| stood thus, face to face, before. 





| wind that rushed down the chimney. 


church mouse, but his pictures are beginning 
to be admired. In the meantime, he would 
be very glad to make some money tutoring.” 

Vicky turned her back on Seagrave and 
addressed Buisson. “If you would be so 
good. You would love it, wouldn’t you, 
Toby dear?” 

Toby’s teeth flashed. ‘You bet I would. 
He’ll learn me French—” 

“Teach, Toby.” 

“Teach me French, and Mr. Seagrave 
will teach me to paint, and Vicky is teaching 
me grammar, and Pat’s teaching me tennis, 
and Enid’s going to teach me to dance, and 

-other things, too he laid his thin, 
brown fingers caressingly on Enid’s rounded 
wrist— ‘And I’ve bought a bulldog. Say, 
i'll soon be a regular fellow, won’t I?” 

His bright, appealing glance swept from 
one face to another, his small, dark head 
poised lightly as a snake’s. 

“Yes. He’s bought an amazingly ugly 
bulldog,” said Theo, ‘“‘which has taken up 
its abode in the stable. Benny would 
never allow it in the house, would you, 
Bennykins?” 

Tobias looked down at old Benny. It 
seemed that he almost appealed to him, too. 
“Dear old Bennykins,’”’ he repeated, “‘you 
wouldn’t bite the bulldog, would you? He’s 
got such lots of teeth, and they’re so nice 
and new. You'll be kind to him and me, 
won't you, Benny?” 


NOBLE wind blew in from the moors 

the next morning. All things fair and 
sweet to smell flung out their essence to it. 
It rushed through the old house slamming 
doors, shaking casements, swinging curtains, 
and spilling forth the potpourri gf scent in 
every corner. I leaned on my windowsill to 
admire the Monacon plum tree that was 
trained on the wall. Its leaves fluttered in 
the wind, disclosing the ripe plums cluster- 
ing against the yellowish stone. I picked 
three and ate one. The other two I carried 
in my hand as I went down to breakfast. 
Ayrton was alone in the hall. 

“Have you tasted the Monacons?” I 
asked. “I did not expect to have one this 
year,” 

“I hope cook will make plenty of jam,” 
he said, as he took the plum I offered. 

Clara came down the stairs. She crossed 
the hall to me and laid her hand lightly on 
my arm. “Thank you,” she said, ‘‘for being 
kind to Ayrton.” 

An impatience at her touch and her 
intense tone of voice made me irritable. 
“Why shouldn’t I be kind to him? Ayrton 
and I have always been friends.’”’ Under 
her gaze I felt awkward eating my plum. 
I crossed to the fireplace and dropped it 
into the flames that wavered beneath the 
I felt 
suddenly disheartened. One could not come 


| down to breakfast on a lovely autumn 
| morning but this feud must be flung in one’s 


teeth. 

Clara was talking on. . . “Ah, but now 
he needs kindness. This is a terrible time 
for him. As for me ” She stopped 
abruptly and I turned about to see Theo 
and Vicky enter from the garden. Old 
Benny’s shaggy head was thrust between 
them. 

During all the weeks just passed in that 
house we had never—the four women 
The sight 


| of us seemed too much for Ayrton. He shot 





the stone of his plum through the open door, 
then half ran, half slid across the flags 
toward a narrow, seldom used passage that 
led to the stable yard. He stopped sharply 
as he reached the door, for some one was 
coming through the passage. 

It was Tobias, and at his heels gambolled 
and slavered the bulldog. 

Theo ran to catch Benny’s collar, but too 
late. His woolly coat rising along his spine, 
his old eyes gleaming, he flung himself on 
the intruder. There was a snarling con 
fusion of dogs, worrying, choking. Tobias 
laughed loudly. Ayrton swore and wrenched 
the bulldog’s collar. Somehow they sep- 
arated them. A smear of blood reddened 
Benny’s muzzle. 

Theo bent over him to stroke and 
comfort. He gave her no thanks for her 
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caresses. He was filled with the lust to 
fight. I had never seen Theo so angry. Her 
pallor frightened me. “‘How dare you?”’ she 


said, in a thick voice. “How dare you 
bring that brute into the house?” 
“You knew perfectly well it 1s not 


allowed,” cried Vicky. ‘“‘How could you? 
Hold tightly to his collar, Ayrton.” 

“You shall get rid of that dog,” said 
Theo. “I won't have him on the place 
not even in the stables. He ought to be 
beaten, and so should you, for the matter 
of that.” 

Clara’s tight little face was turned on the 
scene with complete composure. Her eyes 
seemed to look beyond it into what I could 
not imagine. Her hands were folded at her 
waist with almost nun-like gravity. Toby 
did not cease to grin down at the bulldog 
till Vicky reiterated her sister’s, ‘‘How dare 
you?” Then he raised his eyes to Vicky’s 
and said coolly, ‘‘Because I am boss here.” 

If he had dropped a thunderbolt between 
them it could scarcely have caused greater 
consternation. Yet Vicky, because Clara 
was there, kept her rage under control. She 
said, pressing her fingers to her throat: 
“You do not know what you are saying, 
Toby; you are too excited. Take the dog 
at once to the stables.”’ 

Tobias turned to Clara. ‘Look here, 
Lady Lashbrook, do you think I’ve a right 
to bring my dog into the house, eh?” 

“I think,” said Clara with solemnity, 
“that, if you choose, you have a right— 
because, of course, you are absolute master 
here—to bring an elephant into the house, 
but’”’-her sandy lashes flickered—‘‘since 
your sisters hate it so, and Benny is used 
to being alone, it is overbearing and cruel, 
don’t you think?” The shadow of a smile 
curved her thin, red upper lip as she looked 
straight into his eyes. 

Tobias returned her gaze with a look 
openly inquisitive, puzzled, almost amused. 
“Well,” he said, “I'll take him off—because 
I was asked to decently, d’you hear, girls? 
But you can bet your happy life, Lorne 
he’s named after an old pal of mine—and 
me'll go any darned old place we choose, 
*cause I’m master here, and Lorne’s my dog. 
Come on, pup.”” As though seized by a 
sudden whim he entered the dining room, 
cast his eyes about with a marauding air, 
whistled to his dog, and, with that strange, 
muscular grace of his, placed his hand on 
the windowsill and leapt between the swing- 
ing curtains on to the lawn. Lorne wagged 
his atrocious screw tail, grinned with his 
lower teeth pressed against his nostrils, and 
in three bounds was after him. 

This devilry seemed to be catching, for 
young Ayrton, with a kind of muffled shout, 
ran, took the jump like a colt on the hunting 
field, and the three sped across the lawn as 
though they would have nothing to do with: 
decency upon that windy morning. Even 
old Benny raised his shaggy head and sent 
forth a volley of blustering barks, and 
pawed at Theo as though he would knock 
her down. 

“The change has gone to Tobv’s head,” 
said Vicky, laughing in spite of herself. 
“He will settle down.” 


“Oh, yes, he'll settle down,” returned 
Clara. 
It was the first approach to amiable 


interchange of words between them. For 
some reason it made me more uncomfortable 
than their hostility. I did not know what 
to do or say. 

“That chair,” 
re-covering.”’ 
Toby. 

“Yes it re-covering,”’ said 
Clara. They seemed to be like two children 
trying to patch up a quarrel by passing some 
meaningless toy back and forth from hand 
to hand. 

“I suppose 
said Vicky. 

“Oh, ves, he’d re-cover it, but he knows 
how to charge.” 

“He does indeed,” 

We stared at the squat, stuffed chair. 
I should not have been surprised to hear it 
join in the anthem,’in a throaty baritone: 
“Oh, yes, he’d re-cover me—he'd re-cover 

Continued on page 56 


went on Vicky, “needs 
She did not want to dwell on 


need 


does 


sartlett would re-cover it,” 
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aoahie tor the Men of the House 


You may think he's lucky enough 
to “have evervthing’’—but con- 
sider his delight in the *‘Storm-o- 
guide’’-a gift that will give him 


HEN it comes to choosing a man’s gift, most women find it a difficult advance tnformation on what the 
problem, since the average man has certain very definite likes and weather is ltkely to be for golf, 
dislikes about his own belongings. This page has gathered a typical spectal jaunts, or business trips. 


group of practical gift suggestions, that may lead your mind to just what you 
want to get for “‘himself.”” For these days, the point in a gift lies in its enduring 
usefulness and helpfulness—and there are many instances in which the whole 
family is clubbing together to get one very worth-while gift, rather than several 


esser ones, 


























Vien may love to joke about a woman's Vany wives who would like to see their 
laste in Christmas ties and socks, but never husbands develop an absorbing hobby as an 

: ' ' , te to mess cares, e SUuggesle 
in such valuable gifts as a thoroughly antidote to business cares, have ggested 


giving him a good Kodak, to bring him 
many healthful hours of pleasure and 
tllustrated below, from Waterman's. increasing interest through the years. 


reliable fountain pen set, such as that 


Young sons like the newest thing 
in shirts —such as the plaid effect 
shown——while conservative hus- 
bands will probably prefer the 
more Standard type, as illustrated, 
in the shirts from the Robert 
Simpson Company, Ltd. 


A McBrine Aero-pack will bring 
real appreciation from fathers, 
sons or brothers——for it’s a gift 
that is endlessly useful, and brings 
with it a sense of comfort and 
distinction. 


What could be a more help 
jul gift to a@ young son 
starting out in the business 
world, than the initial pay- 
ments of a life insurance 
policy such as that from 
the Mutual, Life. 





One of the superb gifts 
that are practically possible 
in many homes, from a 
tather to his sons, would be 
the one of the General 
Motor’s group of cars 

perhaps the Chevrolet, as 

tllustrated. 










A man will always enjoy 

the comfort of such a com 

pact set as the Keystone 
case illustrated,. 
















The dream of many women’s hearts is shown 

above— one of the endlessly useful Hoover 

vacuum cleaners, a very happy thought for a 

gift these days, with the benefits of installment 
buying. 


This folding bridge set made by the Hourd 
Manufacturing Company, saves disarrang- 
ing the living room, and can be tucked away 
in a very small cupboard space after the game. 





“4 


HERE never was a Christmas 
Months of “doing without,” h 
life, ee 


comfort to it in however small a way. Prices 


bring new color and 


were never so low— and every indication shows tl 
s year are planning to give something for the 


and interest with it. This page grot 


possible. 


/ 


Many parents, this year, are following the 
suggestion made by the Andrew Malcolm 
Furniture Company, of starting a daughter 


on one of the quaint Colonial suites the 
dresser of one ts tllustrated. 


Nothing so nice for any home as a distinctive 

and comfortable chair, such as that illus- 

trated below, from the Kroehler Manufactur- 

ing Company—-a_ particularly attractive 
model. 


The newest delight for any 
woman and her home 
Community china to match 
her Community silver. 


The “‘Cedarette’’ from the 

Bell Furniture Co., is a new 

type of cedar chest in which 

clothing and blankets are 
hung on racks. 


hy 


That is why thousands of people t} 
home—something that will last through the years and bring an Increasing value 
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A hisistinas Sits hot the House— 


when a gift for the home m ant so much 


made every home in need of something to 





an upward trend is beginning 


ps only a few of the practical suggestion 


Old homes and neu ly é stablis he d Ones wi ll 
welcome one of the downy, beautifully colored 
Mossfield blankets Jrom— Porrttts and 
Spencer. They come in colors that will 


harmonize with any decorative scheme. 


A welcome gift to anv home, the solid walnut 
coffee table, shown below, from the Chesley 
Chair Company, makers of the well-known 


** Heirloom” cedar chests. 
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THE FRUIT BASKET QUILT 
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Cutting Units 


AST MONTH we printed the sketch and 
first unit of an unusually colorful quilt 
the Fruit Basket. Its thirty-two blocks each 
have a different appliqué fruit above a 
pieced basket base as shown in the small 
sketch above. The first block, the Lime, was 
given in the November issue, and month by 
month one or two blocks will be shown in 
the Chatelaine. Subscribers starting after 
the first numbers have been shown, may 
obtain the back numbers for ten cents by 

writing to this magazine. 

The blocks are cut 9 inches square minus 
the pieced basket triangle area that joins 
3!'4 inches down from the corners as shown. 





and Quilting 


Next time, along with the Malaga grapes | 
appliqué design, we will include a diagram 
for cutting these to a saving, but you will 
have to make your own pattern for this and | 
the strip which is exactly 3 x 9 inches, as 
they are too large to print here. 

With the two side strips and their joining 
triangles added, your blocks will finish about 
11! inches square. That means 161% inches 
across diagonally, making the pieced quilt | 
top finish about 66 x 82 inches. A 5-inch 
border all around either of the basket color 
or pieced-in strips of the fruit tones would | 








bring the size up to 76 x 92 inches. Narrower | 
Continued on page 59 
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Perhaps this is the Christmas 
your Living Room needs a 


NEW Chesterfield Suite 


...or another comfortable Chair 


Christmas brings added activity to your home 
—and particularly to your living room. The 
winters social season will bring friends to 
your living room more often. What more 
suitable or opportune time, then, than now, 
to make these investments in home comfort, 
convenience, and decoration. 


FINE FURNITURE PRICES 
LOWEST IN I5 YEARS 


Never were Kroehler styles smarter, 
more beautiful, more varied than today. 
Never have Kroehler prices been lower, 
values greater. And in selecting living 
room furniture bearing the Kroehler 
label, you are assured of all the bene- 
fits that come from many years of 
skilled manufacturing methods—the 
combined purchasing power of 14 
huge factories—and the added pro- 
tection of the famous Kroehler ‘“'Hid- 
den Qualities" of construction which 
guarantee long life, satisfactory ser- 
vice, and lasting beauty. 


| KROEHLER |g 


WORLD'S LARGEST MAKER OF 
LIVING ROOM FURNITURE 








A leading store in your neighborhood displays Kroehler 
Chesterfield and Davenport Bed Suites, and Special 
Chairs, Lock for the irealier oil label wider the Gables. 
Kroehler Mfg. Co. Ltd., Stratford, Ont., Montreal, Que 
ind twelve other factories on this Continent. 
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BETTER SHAPE 


Tek is different from old _ style 
brushes. It fits the narrow arch 
back of your teeth. No other brush 
does this. Tek bristles are labora- 
tory selected—are properly spaced 
in pointed tufts to give brushing 
ease and quick, complete cleaning 


of every crevice and surface. 


BETTER BRISTLES AND BETTER 
SHAPE PROVE TEK’S BETTER 
VALUE. TEK IS MADE IN CANADA 
AND IS SOLD AT ALL DRUG STORES. 


TRY A TEK TODAY! 


Goheners «Sfohonson Lint 
MONTREAL CANADA 





the modern 


- TOOTH BRUSH 
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Why should not dom- 
estic workers be given 
diplomas ranking them 
Grade A, B or C, accord- 
ing to thetr qualifications 
¢ thicte nevan lexpe rience? 


Can Domestic Service be Run on a 
Business Basis? 


Continued from page 17 


“800 in spite of annual holidays devoted to 
travel. 

“Oh, yes,” it is argued. “It’s not the 
money, or the hours. Those can be arranged, 
perhaps. But there’s something about being 
in service..." 

Ah, there, Mr. Hudson feels, is the crux 
of the matter. Why should there be? 


F DOMESTIC SERVICE were run on a 

business-like footing, if it were treated like 
any one of the other professions to which 
girls step nowadays as a matter of course- 
that ‘‘something’’ would soon fade out of 
the minds of people at large. Fifty years ago 


‘it was not “quite quite” for a woman to 
| have to earn her living at all. Twenty years 


| ago it was not at all agreeable for a “lady” 
| to have to take a post in a retail store, and 
it is only comparatively recently that debu- 
tantes have turned their hands to typing 
and their ears to the dictaphone. Given an 
influx of the right type of girl—now to be 
found, thank goodness, but not often enough 





| --domestic service would quickly attain the 
‘honor standing which it deserves. 

| As to the vexed question of the wearing of 
a uniform, Mr. Hudson points out that it is 
only a symbol, after all, and dependent on 
the general attitude. Go into any big down- 
town office nowadays and you'll see the 
girls clad all alike in smocks, as happy as 
| birds in identical plumage. 

Ask a dietitian how she feels about her 
| uniform, It is a part of her working equip- 
| ment. 

| Ask a nurse. She’s proud of it. 

| badge of her hard-earned profession. 

Perhaps, Mr. Hudson suggests, in this 
pride of professionalism lies the seed of the 
reorganization of domestic service. 

At present domestics are not certificated. 
| Any girl or any woman can become a domes- 
| tic merely because she lands the job. This 
must result in a lowering of the general 
| standard that is most disastrous both to the 
| employer and the employee. 

That domestic work is something which 
has to be learned is proved by the fact that 
experience is a very high recommendation. 
There are technicalities about housework 
whose mastery makes the good maid. The 
laying of a table properly, the sequence to 
be followed in turning-out a room, the right 
way to polish, the care of furniture and 
hardwood floors are all factors that matter a 
great deal in running a home; and every- 
body knows that there are cooks, and cooks! 

Why, asks Mr. Hudson, should these 
things not be taught as dressmaking, stenog- 
raphy, bookkeeping, interior decorating and 
all the other modes of money making are 





It isa 





taught in our schools and business colleges? 
Why should not domestic workers be given | 
diplomas ranking them Grade A, or B, or C, 
according to their qualifications, efficienc: 

and experience? Wages could be proportion 

ately graded. If these three ranks repre- 
sented descending degrees of competence 
and experience, the mistress who likes to | 
train her own maids could start with the C| 
worker, lifting her little by little to rank as 
an A; while she who has little time or liking 
for training could confidently seek among 
the A’s for her ideal help. 

Thus housekeepers would know what they 
were getting, and women starting out as 
helpers in the home have some definite idea 
of the work expected of them. There would 
be less misunderstanding on both sides. As 
one does not expect the worker by-the-day 
to stay with the children at night, one would 
not expect the Grade C maid living-in to 
cope with the washing as well as her other 
work, 

In the matter of domestic service, Canada 
is yet a country without traditions. It is 
possible for her to institute some regulated | 
form of domestic training and employment | 
that would not upset established caine 4 
If a solution could be found to the vexed 
problem of domestic help, there is little | 
doubt that it would be welcomed both on 
this side of the Atlantic and in Europe. | 
Pioneers have cracked worse nuts than this. 
What, Mr. Hudson wants to know, do the | 
women of Canada think about it? 





HIS CHRISTMAS TREE | 


By ANNE SUTHERLAND 


And gran’f'er drawed his fur mitts on 
And taked me by the hand— 
The wind and snow were blowing so 
I couldn’t hardly stand! 
We climbed and climbed, and by ’n’ hy 
We found a little tree 
All cutted out against the sky 
And ’bout as big as me. 
And gran’f'er swinged his shiny axe, 
And ping! and ping! and crack! 
The little tree was riding home 
On top of gran’f'er’s back. 
We hanged it all with cranb’ry chains 
And candy mice on strings, 
And right up on the tipmost tip 
An angel flied, with wings. 
We thinked it was the greatest tree, | 
And gran’f'er said, “It’s odd, 
No store tree’s ever quite as nice 
As one you buyed from God!” | 
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LUDEN 
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Dissolve a Luden’s on your 
tongue. In just 10 seconds a 
cool and soothing Menthol film 
relieves annoying coughs and 
brings to harsh, sore throats a 
grateful quiet. 


Keep a package with you. 









MENTHOL 
COUGH DROPS 


Canadian Representatives & Distributors: 
WALTER M. LOWNEY CO., LIMITED 
350 Inspector Street, Montreal 21 


The modern method of carry- 

ing your wardrobe. Styles for 
both men and women. The 
Aeropack is the ideal Christ- 

mas gift. Carry your com- 
plete wardrobe without 
wrinkling. Easy to pack and 
unpack. Insistonthe genuine 
Aeropack made only by 
McBrine. Write for illus. 
trated booklet. < 
The L. McBRINE CO. LIMITED ‘i % 


Kitchener, Ontario 





BRINE 
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For Some Lucky CuHILp 


An Easily Crocheted Brushed W ool Kitten 
by MILDRED LEITHAM 


Material required :— 

Three balls of grey or black 
brushwool 

Two buttons for eyes 

A few strands of horsehair for 
whiskers 

A bit of red cotton or floss for 
marking mouth 

Ribbon for round neck 


Head 


ORK commences from tip of nose, 
and is all in double crochet, 
catching both strands of veins of 


the stitch, increasing or decreasing in the 
regular way by working two stitches into 
one or by skipping a stitch. 

Make a chain of 4 stitches. 

1.—D c in 2nd and 3rd st of ch, 3d c in 
end st, 2 d c on other side of ch, 3 dc in 
end st. 

2.—Plain (that is, 1 d cin each d c). 

3-4.—-Increase 2 sts at each end (the end 
being the side of the mouth), otherwise 
plain. 

5.—Increase 1 at centre (top) and 1 each 
side. 

6.—Work nearly to other side of head, 
across top, turn, work back 6 sts, turn, 
work round. 

7.—Increase 1 each side. 

8.—Work nearly to other side of head, 
turn, work back 7 sts, turn, work round. 

9.— (Increase 1, 3 plain) 3 times across 
the top, work round. 

10.— Work to other side of head, about 
even with the mouth, turn, work back to 
same point on other side, turn, work for- 
ward to within 2 sts of first turn; turn, 
work back in same way; turn in this manner 
6 times in all, then work forward around 
the head, decreasing at the turning points 
to keep the work in proper line. 


11-12.—-Decrease 1 each side. 
13-14.—-Plain. 
15-16.— Decrease 2 at top, four sts apart, 


and increase 3 underneath. 

17..Decrease 1 at top and increase 3 
underneath, 3 sts apart. 

18.— Plain. 

19.—-Increase 2 underneath, 3 sts apart. 

20._-Decrease 2 at top and increase 3 
underneath, at intervals. 

21-22.—-Plain. 

23..-Work to about 6 sts beyond centre 
front, underneath, turn, miss 1, 11 plain, 
turn, work forward 10 d c, continue this 
way until 4 sts remain (this tab forms the 
breast); work down side of tab and across 
back to other side, 3 d c on side of tab, ch 1, 
turn, work back to point on tab opposite 


last turn, turn; ch 1, work four rows back 
and forth in this manner, then ch 4, joining 
to tab; this forms the opening on which the 
foreleg is worked, as follows: 


Forele g 


1-2-3.—Plain. First row 14 sts. 

4-5.—Decrease 1 at front of leg. 

6-12.—Plain. 

13-14.—Decrease 1 inside of leg. 

15.—Plain. 

16.—Work across back of leg, turn, work 
back 5 sts, turn, work forward. 

17.—Decrease 1 each side. 

18.—Plain. 

19.—-Work across front, turn, work back 
4, turn, work around. | 

20.— Decrease every 3rd st, decrease and | 
finish off neatly. 

Join wool at outside of foreleg, work 
across back, ch 4, join to tab and work the 
other foreleg like first. Stuff the head and | 
forelegs compactly, using a bit of fine wire | 
to make the legs stiffen and keep their | 
shape. 

Body 


1-16.—Starting at outside of left foreleg, 
work entirely around (about 40 sts), con- 
tinuing until you have 16 rows plain. 

17-18-19.—Decrease 1 underbody. 

20.—Plain. 

21.—Work to 4 sts past centre underbody, 
turn, work 7 sts back, missing Ist or turning 
stitch, turn, work 6 sts, and continue in this 
way until but 1 st remains; this tab should 
form the centre of underbody. Join wool to 
side at lst turn, work back across back to 
other side of tab,.ch 1, turn, work forward 
across back to other side of tab, ch 1, turn, 
work back and forth in this manner for 
6 rows; in each of the next 2 rows, still 
working back and forth, decrease 2 at 
centre back, work 1 row plain, in each of 
next 2 rows, decrease 2 at centre back and 
in next 2 rows 3; in next row work 7 to top 
of back, join down with sl st, ch 2 and join 
to tab, forming openings for hind legs, 
worked as follows: 


Hind Legs 
1-2.—Plain. (25 stitches.) 


3.—Decrease 1 at back. 
4.—Decrease 2 at front, 2 at back. 
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$1,000 Cash for You 
ina Few Years 


Features of a Policy for a Young Man, or a Young 
Woman who Earns Her Own Living: 
(1) No Medical Examination Required. 
(2) Pays $1,000 Cash in Twenty Years; 
(3) $1,000 immediately if death occurs: 
(4) $2,000 if death occurs as the result of 


an accident. 


(5) If disabled through sickness or accident for 
six months or longer it will not be necessary 
for you to pay any premiums falling due 
during the period of disability. 

(6) Your annual deposits earn interest. Each 


year a dividend is declared which may be 
used to reduce the premium or allowed to 
accumulate as a special fund. 

This requires very moderate savings on your 
part. 


We shall be pleased to send full particulars regarding a 
policy for you, with annual deposit required at your age. 
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THE 


Mutual Life 


Assurance Company 
of Canada 


Head Office: Waterloo, Ont. 
C. E. Established 1869 
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HE genuine product, made by 

Chesebrough Manufacturing 
Company, is **Vaseline’’ Petroleum 
Jelly. This trade mark is plainly 
shown on the label of every tube 
and jar for your protection. 
**Vaseline’’ Petroleum Jelly has so 
many personal uses that you can- 
not afford to take chances with 
inferior products. Keepit handy for 
first aid, for baby comfort and as an 
aid to beauty. At all Drug Stores. 


Vaseline 


TRADE MARK 
PETROLEUM JELLY 


made in Quebec by CHESEBROUGH 
Mfg. Co., Cons‘d., Chabot Ave., Montreal 
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Please send particulars of your Non- 
medical 20 Year Endowment Policy 


Name. .cocccccccccececesers 


Address. .cccccccccccccccecs 


Age. cecccccccereccvccsecese 
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BLUE-JAY 


Le 
A BLESSED 
TI ag, 


Don’t sufferneedless torment. Apply 
Blue-jay, the medicated corn plaster. 
The instant the soft felt cushions 
the aching spot, you get relief. 

It doesn’t take long, then, for 
Blue-jay’s mild medication to loosen 
the corn for easy removal. 

Always ask for genuine Blue-jay, 
the safe treatment—made by a 
noted surgical dressing house. Avoid 
harsh “cures” and infection-invit- 
ing paring. All druggists, 35. 


BLUE-JAY 


CORN PLASTERS 


Meru ewe 
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FREE BOOKLET—"FOR BETTER FEET"— 
A very helpful book; contains valuable suggestions 
for foot sufferers. For a free copy mail this coupon 

to Bauer & Black, 103 Spadina Ave., Toronto. 
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Light Up ... 
Cheer Up! 










CHRISTMAS TREE gay with twinkling 

stars — windows aglow with holly-circled 
lights — every room festively bright. These 
are glimpses of your home decorated with 
EDISON MAZDA Lamps. Light up now! 


EDISON @ MAZDA 
. LAMPS 


CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC CO. LIMITED 


MADE IN 
CANADA 





Does Your Choir Wear Gowns? 


A church choir always lends dignity to a service of worship when it is properly 
gowned. 

Perhaps you have been seeking a method of raising funds to provide gowns. 
If that is the case, you will be interested in learning how such funds can be 
raised by a method that is pleasant and dignified to use, and requires only a 


minimum of effort. 
Write today and complete details will be sent you at once. 
THe MacLean PUBLISHING COMPANY, LIMITED 


ASSOCIATION DIVISION 
153 University Ave., Toronto 
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Quick, $-0-0-T-H-I-N-G RELIEF 


As you breathe . .. while you sleep... 

healthful, antiseptic vapors of Vapo-Cresolene 

go right to irritated passages—relieving at 

once, permitting restful sleep. Drugless, harm- 

less. se this hase 53-year-old remedy for 

Bronchial Asthma, Spasmodic croup, Whoop- 
r 






One Pull... 
One Sheet 
of Waxed 








i Cough, Coughs and Colds, onchitis. 
Paper. Disinfects the room and prevents spread of 
infection. Complete directions with every 
Only 10c package. At all drug stores, 
package. 






Always ready— Inexpensive 





Send for Booklet No.4, Vapo-Cresolene Co., 
Miles Bldg., Montreal. 








The Thunder of 
New Wings 


Continued from page 50 


me. But he knows how to charge e does 
he does!’’ Old Benny examined the chair 
also. Then, with lumbering agility, he 
hopped into its seat and curled himself up 
there, beaming at us from under his shaggs 
brows with lambent hazel eyes 

The spell was broken. Now we could 
separate with decent dignity. 
boomed from above, calling wife 
“Vicky! Vicky! Where are I've 
been up for a month of Sundays and I’m 
starving for my breakfast!” 


to his 
your 


T WAS STRANGE, but from that day 

Toby had a remarkable influence 
Ayrton. 

He seemed to fascinate him. He followed 
him about with a half-sulky admiration 
He never knew, he said to me, what Tob: 
would do next, and he could not bear t 
lose sight of him for long for fear he should 
miss some devil-may-care gesture. Ayrton 
had developed a slight nervous affection o! 
the delicate muscles around the eyes he 
was not a very strong boy—and the doctor 
advised Clara to keep him out of school 
until after the Christmas holidays; to let 
him wander over the sands and gallop on 
the moors. 

Vicky wondered—in truth, all 
wondered-—why Clara did not go, now that 
she had no vestige of right to remain at 
Cobbold House. 

“I wonder,”’ said Theo, “how 
Ayrton’s devotion to Toby. They spent 
the entire morning lying together at the 
top of the cliff in the sun. They were so 
still the swallows were darting all about 
them. 
about.” 


oI 


ol 


us 


she likes 


Vicky knitted and at the same time | 


raised her fair brows. ‘‘Ayrton’s filling 
Toby’s head with no good, you may depend 
on it—putting him up against us. 
not the affectionate boy he was.” 

Pat laughed and looked into her eyes with 
a kind of quizzical compassion. ‘Do you 
really think that? I mean that the youngster 
is dangerous to Toby? I should say that 
the shoe would be on the other foot. I'd 


not care to see a young son of mine the | 


constant companion of that young fellow.” 
“Why does Clara allow it then? 
doesn’t she take her boy away?” 


“She may know nothing of the danger,” | 


Theo said. “I think she would depend on 
Ayrton if she did know. She thinks she 
has him so perfectly trained.” 

“Trained to deceit and tale-bearing,”’ 
Vicky returned bitterly. 

“What if Toby should invite them to 
stay on—live here,”’ I suggested, remember- 
ing what Ayrton had said to me. 

“That would be impossible,” said Vicky. 
‘*Tobias knows I hate her. He dislikes her 
himself. He told me the other day that she 
reminded him of a certain little shiny fish 
that he used to catch—a fish with a hard 
yellow eye and sharp reddish fins. He 
laughed and said one had to be careful in 
handling it when one went to throw it back. 
You can see what he thinks of Clara.” 

“But think,” said Theo, “how she influ- 
enced him that day about the bulldog. He | 
blustered but he has never brought it into | 
the house again. She is quite agreeable to | 
him.” 

“She is more agreeable all around. 
does not feel so secure, and naturally she’s 
rather subdued after the turn things have 
taken. She’s quite, quite civil to me when 
it is necessary for us to speak.” 

Baldry spoke in a low voice. “I cannot 
help feeling sorry for Clara. She is so 
awfully like a little red fox at bay, snarling | 
with her back to the wall.”’ 

Vicky threw him a look that was far | 
from pleasant. “You're wrong, my good | 
Pat. This clever vixen is not snarling, She’s 
purring with all her might, and it looks very | 
much to me as though you are going to 
raise your voice to bay on her behalf.” 

To be Continued 
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Pat’s voice | 


I wondered what they were talking 
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| Lovely Hair 
Regular shampooing with 
Evan Williams “Ordinary” 
keeps the hair lustrously 
lovely and healthy. 
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There is a special shampoo 
for every shade of hair at 
your druggist. 
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FOLDI NG/ TABLE SETS 


HOURD 


A USEFUL 
GIFT 


MAKE 
CHRISTMAS 


Handsome tops of washable 


fabrikoid in modern designs 


or in green felt—chairs to 
match if you choose—many 
charming colors — a wide 


range of prices—special leg 


braces for steadiness—quickly 


set up or put away In 
every way the best folding 
table made See the new 
improved Hourd at your 


dealer's, 


HOURD & CO., LIMITED 
London - Ontario 
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first it was painted red, and then some of 
the spring-clip type of clothes pins were 
painted red to match. Some black silk cord 
was bought, and some thumb tacks pro- 
cured. Then the clothes pins were threaded 
on to the cord, and the cord in turn fastened 
in place with the thumb tacks to the 
bottom of the hanger. Hey, presto! We 
have a hanger destined to carry nine pairs 
of stockings neatly and most effectively. 

The needle case shown would be an ideal 
gift for the woman who travels. She'd 
appreciate its daintiness and its carry-all 
efficiency. The scrap bag is certain to 
contain sufficient silk of a pretty shade to 
make this little case. First, cut a piece of, 
say, blue silk eighteen inches long and 
six and three-quarter inches wide. Then 
cut a piece of flannelette seventeen and a 
quarter inches long and six inches wide. 
Finally cut from a scrap of yellow silk, a 
piece the same size as the flannelette. Place 
together, the blue first, the flannelette 
between, and the yellow on top. Turn the 
edges of the blue over and hem all around. 
Sew down the centre of the yellow silk a 
length of blue corded ribbon, leaving little 
openings for darning threads. Now cut two 
discs from fairly substantial cardboard, of a 
size just a little larger than the average 
spool of thread. Cover with a scrap of the 
blue silk, and sew in place to form the 
pocket at one end of the case. Bind a small 
piece of flannelette with blue silk and stitch 
in place over the blue ribbon. This is for 
needles and pins. Slip a couple of spools 
and a thimble into the pocket and a pair of 
tiny scissors into one of the spaces left by 
the ribbon. You can procure small rolls of 
darning thread in varying shades from any 
notions counter, and with these you can fill 
up the rest of the spaces. When the case is 
complete, it rolls up and ties by means of 
the ribbon strip and another end of ribbon 
sewn to the outer edge of the case. 


At the bottom of the page there is a 


The Fruit Basket Quilt 


Continued from page 55 


borders could be used for a twin size, but 
really every quilt needs a border. Or, of 
course, a wider one perhaps including a 
band of pieced triangles such as make the 
hasket, or even a scallop border with fruit 
appliqués, would be handsome. 

For the quilt top you will need about 
30 inches of wood brown or other chosen 
color for the baskets and from 6 to 9 yards 
of the cream, depending on the width of 
borders added for extra size. 

The conventional fruit quilting pattern 
here shown may be used effectively on 
corner triangles, the half squares along the 
sides or placed four times on a square. That 
way would be used if you were alternating 
fewer fruit blocks with plain ones for your 


demure litle lady whose main purpose in | 
life is to shade and decorate a bed light. 
She can be made very easily from odd scraps 
of material, lace, and a dainty china bust 
and frame which is obtainable from any 
handicraft department or store. But the 
dashing pierrot in the top right-hand corner 
has no life object at all. He, or rather she, 
is clad purely for adornment. You can buy 
the long-legged boudoir doll very cheaply, 
and surely there are enough silken scraps 
around the house to make her pierrot suit. 
You can secure a pattern for this suit for 
fifteen cents, if you like, for it is one of the 
Chatelaine patterns, No. 491. And the last 
gay Christmas suggestion is the entrancing 
long bag, which, despite its swaggering air 
is in reality made out of nothing finer than 
sacking. If you have a penchant for raffia 
work, you will love this bag. You could 
copy the trailing design shown in the 
illustration on to your material, before it is 
made up, of course, and then with brilliant 
strands of raffia, work the stems and the 
leaves and the blossoms that bloom so 
realistically upon the coarse, saree 
sacking. The inside of the bag is left 
unfinished. The bag illustrated, about two 
feet long, was made of the natural colored 
sacking, the design done in glorious autumn 
shades —russet browns, golden yellows, deep 
tinted oranges, and greens. The stems were 
worked with dark-brown raffia. 
stitch or ordinary back-stitch in order to 
obtain a thick, gnarled effect. The leaves 
were simply outlined with green raffia, each 
leaf being filled in by painting the sacking 
itself green. The pompon blossoms stood 
out from their background in a raised 
effect —achieved by working the raffia into a 
series of closely sewn French knots. Deep 
oranges, golden yellows and russet browns 
were used. Braided strands of the same 
colors were used to form the draw-strings 
of the bag, finished off with four balls, made 
by knotting the raffia closely together. 
Extraordinarily effective, you may be sure. 





quilt top instead of appliquéing them all 

There are several ways to transfer a 
quilting pattern to your material. The old- 
fashioned way was to make units of card- 
board or buckram that could be lightly 
marked around with a very hard pencil. or 
even just indented with a needle-like tool if 
one were quilting a little bit at a time. 

Perforated patterns are much used today. 
They may be perforated on tough paper by 
running with a long threadless stitch on the 
sewing machine. Stamping wax or powder 
then speedily transfers the most intricate | 
patterns on to cloth 

This particular design is not difficult to 
quilt, will space on to the blocks nicely and 
puff beautifully when stitched around with | 
fine, even stitches 
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= Children’s sluggish spells and other little 


upsets just vanish overnight when they get Phillips 


9 


Milk of Magnesia. A gentle anti-acid and mild laxative 


like this is ideal to give a child of any age, including 


infants. The genuine preparation—in the blue- 


wrappered bottle that says Phillips’—has complete 


directions and dosage covering many important uses 


for adults and children. 
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He Had to Reduce 
Easiest Way Proved the Best 


A man who had been advised by his 
doctor to reduce, writes thus:— 

“I had put on weight to the extent of 
206 lbs. This was excessive as I am only 
5-ft. 6-ins. in height. My doctor advised 
me to reduce, and I tried hot baths and 
massage. This, however, was too fatiguing— 
and I am a very busy man. I then saw an 
announcement about Kruschen Salts, 
bought a bottle, and commenced taking 
them right away. Last Saturday I weighed 
myself, and to my surprise and delight I 
had reduced my weight from 206 lbs. to 
199 Ibs. My health generally is better, I 
sleep well, and eat more heartily. I have 
spread the good news to my friends who 
are putting on weight.”—W. H. R. 

Kruschen contains those six mineral salts, 
proportionately balanced, found in the 
waters of those famous European Spas used 
by generations of fat people to reduce 
weight. 

Kruschen helps blood, nerves, glands, and 
body organs to function properly—you gain 
new strength and energy—feel years younger 
—look better, work better. Why postpone a 
sure, steady return to normal weight and 
vigorous health?—Start the Kruschen treat- 
ment to-day! 
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WHITBY. ONT. 
Splendid castle buildings 


in spacious grounds... 

one hundred acre estate 

«..near Toronto. Combining advan- 
tages of city and country 

Public School to Honour Matriculation. 

outs, Art, Household Science, Public 

Commercial Courses, Bible, 

er Education emphasized ,.,. 

Swimming, 


Riding, etc. 
Founded 1874 Calendar on Request 


Rev. C. R. Carscallen, M.A., D.D., 
Principal. 
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VANCOUVER, 
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WHY. SUFFER WITH 
CHRONIC ASTHMA 
AND BRONCHITIS? 


the most severe and chronic canes - 
tae foe Asthma and Hay Fever "Harts Coo 
relief after usin oe, Taft’s Asthmaleneand Dr.Taft’s ts Cough 
lard remedies for over 60 years. As 
ic cause of these unpleasant cake ails 
ments and speedily overcomes difficult gasping, brea 


and choking. Dr. Taft's Cough Cough S rovides He 
from the harsh, racking cough. ¢ Guareaboed absolutely ‘barra: 


Bob. Mekean, Bept cd, 119 Pearl Strest, Toronto.” 





Avoid the embarrassment of gray, faced, 
bleached or streaked hair. Tint it easily 


DON'T 


HAVE = instantly to its natural shade, from 


test blond to deepest black. Just 
GRAY comb through harmless, 

atone. Guaranteed results. Does not pre- 

HAIR vent perfect waving of the hair. At all 

dealers, 50c. Or send 10c for trial bottle. 


Kenton Pharmacal Co., Dept. EE-23, Windsor, Ontario 
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TINTS GRAY HAIR ANY SHADE 


odorless Brown- 











5-6.—Decrease 1 at front, 1 at back. 

7.—Decrease 1 at back. 

8-9.—Increase 2 at front, decrease 2 at 
back. 

10-12.—Plain. 

13.—Increase 1 at front, decrease 1 at 
back. 

14.—Plain. 

15.—Increase 2 at front, decrease 2 at 
back. 

16.—Increase 1 at front, decrease 1 at 
back. 

17.—Plain. 

18.—Work across back, turn, work back 
5 sts, turn, work round. 

19.—Decrease 1 each side. 

20.—Work across front, turn, work back 
4 sts, turn, work round. 

21.—Decrease and finish off. 

Ears 

For the ears, ch 6, 1 double in 4th st of 

ch, 1 treble into 3rd st, 3 doubles into 


tteble, 1 double into 2nd st of ch, sl st in 
ch; work across these 5 sts with 6 doubles; 
ch 1, turn, work 7 doubles, catching last 
st into ch; finish off and sew in position, 
curving forward to centre. Horsehair may 
be whipped to the edges to stiffen. 


Tail 


Ch 12, join; 11 doubles in ch; continue 
working round with d c in d c for about 
4 inches, then decrease gradually, say, 1 st 
every third row, first on one side then on 
the other, for 11% inches; finish off, stuff, 
using wire, sew in place, curling the tip 
realistically. 

Brush well, sew on the eyes, mark the 
nose with a little perle crochet cotton or 
silk, the mouth with red. Sew horsehair in 
place for whiskers, tie on the ribbon, and 
you have a most realistic kitten, which will 
not scratch. 


Sing a Song of Sixpence 


Continued from page 30 


that is, when it is made to fit a particular 
need and personality, as it should be. For 
instance, Mary may be pining for one of 
those small swing mirrors that have recently 
come back into fashion. It would make an 
attractive dressing-table out of the plain 
low chest in her spare room. Why not dig 
out the mirror you hid away years ago, and 
rejuvenate it with a fresh coat of paint to 
match the green of her bureau? Even if 
your attic isn’t harboring a mirror of this 
description, one can be bought very reason- 
ably in unpainted wood ready for home 
painting. Rather a nice thought for a 
schoolgirl’s room, incidentally. 

And then there are other small furniture 
accessories that make cheap, yet undeniably 
interesting gifts. Magazine racks, and book 
shelves, for instance—both from the same 
unpainted source; or a footstool which can 
be bought in rough, unfinished wood ready 
to be covered and painted. An old piece of 
tapestry or upholstering material, some left- 
over velvet or drape fabric will transform it 
into a charming present for some one. 

Upholstery or some other heavy material 
would also make the shopping bag illus- 
trated. It is very new if the design is in 
vivid squares or Roman stripes. The 
handles are made simply tubes of material 
strengthened inside with thick cord. Slim, 
beknobbed bars of wood or steel may be 
run through the top, if desired, and the bag 
closes with a zipper fastening. The lining 
is ordinary, plain oilcloth, so you see the 
bag is meant to be useful as well as decora- 
tive. 

A Christmas present for a new baby 
might be either the doggy hot-water-bottle 
cover or the frilled pillow which pictures a 
duck placidly paddling in a pond. An old 
piece of velvet makes the cover. Leave 
holes top and bottom for the funnel and 
“tail” of the hot-water-bottle, and have it 
fasten up at the side with press-studs. A 
strip of velvet passes over the funnel and 
press-studs into place for complete protec- 
tion. The appliqué, of course, need not 
necessarily be a dog. Trace any design you 
like through carbon paper on to a piece of 
contrasting felt or flannel, and glue into 
place. The bow on Toby’s neck should be a 
piece of brightly colored silk. 

The nursery pillow is made out of an old 
blanket or colored flannel sheet. It would 
be rather adorable in pink, with a yellow 
duck, blue pond, green trees and blue and 
white sky, appliqué on it. Sew a pink silk 
frill around the cushion, finishing the join 
with a border of French knots. Chain stitch 
all the way round the appliqué design. 

The other cushion is very sophisticated 
indeed, and is smartest done in black and 
white—the stag worked in tight little white 
French knots on a black background of 
some closely woven woollen material. Trace 
the design you want—and you can get very 
original ones from magazines these days 


through carbon paper on to your material. 

Then there is a host of gift ideas in 
parchment and oil paints. Here, again, you 
do not necessarily need to originate your 
own designs. Trace a simple silhouette on 
to your parchment, and fill it in with a 
brilliant splash of paint. Bridge scores, 
telephone number book covers, writing-pad 
covers, all sorts of things, lend themselves 
to this type of work. And it is very simple 
to do. You can get the natural parchment 
from any art shop; the plain fillers can be 
bought from a fifteen cents store. The 
edges can either be left as they are cut, or 
holes may be bored through at regular 
intervals to form a border, and leather 
string or silk cord threaded through. To 
make a heavy cover, glue the parchment on 
to strong cardboard. 

Requiring scarcely more time and trouble, 
the parchment lamp shade makes a really 
beautiful gift. Get the natural or ivory 
parchment. Measure it off carefully to 
shape it, copying the proportions from one 
of your own lamp shades. Then trace any 
design you please on to the parchment and 
paint with oils. If the shade is intended 
for a bedroom lamp, then why not do it in 
silhouette black and white? It would he 
very effective, and you would be saved the 
difficulty of blending colors. Finish the 
shade with either passe-partout binding, or 
by punching holes through top and bottom, 
and threading silk cord or ribbon through. 

The dog with the trailing tresses is —you'll 
never guess it-—a pin cushion in disguise. 
The cushion is his body, and his tresses are 
in reality strands of fairly heavy yarn 
Peking the Peke is very, very new in the 
world of fashion, but he is quite easily 
copied at home. All you require is a quantity 
of pastel-colored wool strands cut in even 
lengths; a long, firm pin cushion, some black 


yarn and some ribbon. The wool should be | 


cut in lengths of about twelve inches. 


Make a little pad for the face and sew | 


firmly on to the pin cushion, which should 
be stood upon its seamed side. Take suffi- 
cient of the wool strands to form two nice 
long ears—cut shorter if necessary—and 
secure by sewing in the centre of the little 
pad. Then place more of the strands over 
the pad to form the face, leaving them long 
enough also to form the long hair that falls 
down Peke’s front. Stitch firmly at the 
back of his neck, across his forehead, and 
under his chin. Now take some more yarn 
and with it form his long hair at the back. 
Stitch in place. Lay the remainder of the 
yarn across Peke’s back, so that it just 
sweeps the ground each side, and back- 
stitch firmly all the way down the middle of 
his back. With the black yarn put in his 
little eyes and nose, and finally tie a 
coquettish bow on his neck. 

And now what about the hanger which 
decorates the top of the gift page? It began 
life as an ordinary unpainted hanger. But 
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Pee that sore spot 


and SLEEP 





“A little Sloan’s will soon put an end 
to thai twitching pain.” 

“I hope so. I’ve hardly aber since this 
net damp spell starte 


DAMP-DAY PAINS 


— stiff joints 


Don’t let pain keep you awake dur- 
ing damp weather. Warm those stiff 
sore joints with Sloan’s— and you'll 
sleep soundly. For Sloan’s rushes 
fresh blood to the sore spot, kills 
pain, relaxes stiffness. No rubbing 
is needed with Sloan’s—simply pat 
it on. Gives the quickest relief in 
the world... and costs only 35¢! 


' SLOAN’S: | 


World Famous Liniment | 


_ used by 133 Nations 








THE NEW 
\ NON - SMARTING 
TEAR-PROOF 


, Maybelline 
a 








ia Beautify your eyes the new, easy 
iq Way—with the NEW Maybelline. 
Instantly darkens the lashes. 
Makes them appear naturally 
Jong and luxuriant. Goes on 
evenly. No skill required. Posi- 
tively non-smarting and tear- 
proof. Black or Brown, 75c, at 
all toilet goodscounters. Distri- 
buted by Palmers, Ltd., Montreal. 
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Cleans 
Pots 


Pans, 
Sinks,Bath Tubs. 


Send 10c. and 
tops of three 
peckages for a 
tubber apron 
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Dishes, Silverware, Cooking Uten- 
sils, Sinks, Bath Tubs, Laundry, 
Woodwork, Floors. Softens water 
instantly. Results please the most 
discriminating. 


For sale at careful grocers. 
Manufa tured by 


Galt Chemical Products, Ltd., Galt, Ont. 
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¢ HANDI-ROLL*¢ 
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For covering shelves. Lining 

drawers, etc. 25 foot white or 

coloured rolls, 10c. 60 feet in box 
(white only) 25c. 
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Your Sewing Machine 


Is it newly oiled and ready to dig 
into that pile of sewing? It pays to 
heve it regularly overhauled, just as 
you yout The Chatelaine 
Pottern Service has a_ specially 
selected showing of fall and earls 


do car, 


wirter styles on 


Pages 64, 65, 66 & 67 


There are patterns for 
Get 


/ of this issue. 
your children and for yourself. 
sewing machine into 


working 


the 
order. 












For Kitchen 
or Table Use 


/ The favorite salt for kit- 
chen or table use. Pure, 
fresh and full flavored 
salt packed in dust-proof 
and air tight sanitary 
cartons for your conven- 

ience, 20 
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A department which secks out and 
investigates what is new and 


good in housekeeping hel ps 


by VERA WELCH 


UST to be contrary, I am not going to 
tell you about kitchen Christmas gifts. 


You can learn all about them by turning | 


to Helen Campbell’s article on kitchen gad- 
gets in this issue. No, the equipment dis- 
cussed in this column is the type of thing 
one would like to give oneself. 

Take the washing machine illustrated, for 
instance. Wouldn’t you love to have the 
assurance of an electric washer for your 
clothes all next year, and the year after, and 


the years after that? It would certainly take | 


a lot of the blues out of wash day. The 
skeleton drawing shows just how the inside 
of this new Porcelain Gyrator Electric 
Washer, is constructed. It is not, of course 
a new make of machine, but is an improved 
model of the well known, old established 
Locomotive line. The washer heats water 
as well as washes clothes. That is why the 
machine is skirted all the way to the floor, 
giving an outer casing with an air space in 
between, which protects the porcelain tub 
and at the same time retains the heat fora 
longer period in the tub. The heater is run 
from an ordinary lamp socket and because 
|of the air space, the water retains its heat 
| for a long time after the heater is turned off. 
|} Even lace curtains can be washed with 
impunity in the porcelain tub, which is 
perfectly smooth. The agitator is submerged 
flushed and there is a sediment zone under 


the agitator. The water is drawn off under- | 


neath the highly polished agitator, in order 
further to avoid any possible contact 


| between the clothes and anything that | 


| would cause wear. 


These days women demand the best from | 


washing machines—in efficiency, in quiet- 
ness of operation, in safety, and in appear- 
ance. The Locomotive seems to fill all these 
requirements. It will wash six pounds of dry 


clothes in six minutes; it is quiet and thor- | 
ough in its washing, smart and up-to-date in | 
well, since the | 


appearance. As to safety 


gear box, motor and other mechanism are | 
all in the base casting which is practically on | 
the floor line, and since they are enclosed | 


from there to the top of the tub, the moving 


parts are well protected and there is no| 


danger of curious little fingers tampering 
with ther. 

The wringer is made to “‘stay put” when 
it is swung out for operation. It won't 
overbalance the washer because the centre 
of gravity of the machine is kept very low. 
The wringer, incidentally, carries exclusive 
balloon rolls which are guaranteed not to 
break buttons. By all means make a note to 
ee this new Locomotive when you are 
thinking of buying a new washing machine. 


The Locomotive 
machine heats 
the water belore 
it washes the 

| clothe Ss. 

| 

| 

| 


Childre nM are 
protected from 
possible danger 
of contact with 

mechanism. 
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HOLIDAY TOUCHES | 


by M. FRANCES HUCKS 


HRISTMAS is one occasion when little 
[ things count a great deal. A bit of 

appropriate garnish, a bright note of 
color and attractive shape give a surpris- 
ingly festive air to any meal. And it is not 
difficult to give a Christmassy look to all 
the dishes, particularly if we have our 
pantry shelf well stocked with the season’s 
offerings. Take, for instance, your first 
course; it may be a fruit cup, a steaming 
soup, or one of those decorative canapés 
| with its flavorful topping. The fruit, if that 
is your choice, may be something in season, a 
canned fruit salad, or a combination of 
juices from several varieties which are put 
up in tins. And to provide the timely touch 
of red, you can add bright cherries, or 
rubyettes, or a few drops of food coloring. 
Soup, too, can do its bit in contributing 
toward the gala appearance of your table; 
that is, if you use a clear tomato soup or a 
delicate cream of celery or asparagus with 
bits of pimento floating about in it. Serve 
small crisp crackers with this—plain, salted, 
or with a nippy cheese flavor. A fruit cup or 
a “drinkable” cocktail of fruit juices may be 
accompanied by tiny appetizers which 
delight the eye as well as palate. Toast bread 
on one side and cut in different shapes 
fingers, diamonds, rounds and so on. Spread 
the finger-sized strips with butter to which a 
little onion juice is added, then lay a sardine 
'on this, add a drop or two of lemon and 
garnish with mayonnaise put on in a thin 
ribbon with a pastry tube. Or use some meat 
and fish paste to cover the top and dress it 
up with little bits of pimento. 

With the main course you have an oppor- 
tunity to show what you can do in the way 
of seasonable decoration. There might be 
cranberry jelly which you can make or buy | 
in small tins ready to turn into your serving | 
| dish or to cut in slices and arrange on a small | 
plate. A variety of relishes is always appre- | 
ciated and a compartment dish is excellent | 
| for holding several kinds. In one section you | 


| 





| might put spiced pears or peaches, in another | 
tiny canned beets rolled in parsley ; and other | 
suggestions are plain and _ stuffed olives, 
gherkins cut in slivers, small pieces of celery 
stuffed with cheese creamed until soft and a 
dash of Worcestershire sauce added. 

Then with goose or duck which seem to 
call for apples in some form, you might have 
a sauce made by cooking apples in a colored 
syrup, as a little departure from the usual. 

The salad will preferably be light in so 
substantial a dinner. It may be crisp greens, 
a flavorful tomato jelly molded in a fancy 
shape, or if you like, canned macedoine of 
| vegetables arranged attractively. Small 

biscuits or dainty sandwiches are appro- 
priate accompaniments—sprigs of cress or a 
stalk of asparagus rolled up in fresh bread 
cut in thin slices. Or cheese straws are good. 
The Christmas pudding garnished with 
holly and a border of hard sauce piped 
around the base is the traditional dessert, 
but if you prefer something lighter, choose a 
frozen or a gelatine dainty to round out the 
feast. It may be full of fruit and nuts, or 
| plain and served with a delicious sauce. One 
| hostess serves individual sponge cakes baked 
in small deep molds frosted and spread with 
cocoanut tinted green. In the centre of each 
1is a tiny candle which is lit just before 
coming to the table. Then a delicious lemon 
sauce is passed and no one ever misses plum 
pudding. 
Then, of course the candy which one | 
Continued on page 63 
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Made in Scotland - 


When the recipe calls for gelatine, 
use COX’S GELATINE — pure, 
wholesome, uniform, reliable. 
@®NEW gelatine recipes for use 

with mechanical refrigerators. 
W rite Cox, Box 73, Montreal. 
4-32 - epartment Jj. 








gayer with 
sparkling desserts 
in many colors made with 


McLAREN’S 
INVINCIBLE 
JELLY POWDERS 


Pays for itself many times over. 
Ask your dealer or send 25c for 
large post-paid package to 


ipploford parce eggouerg 


HAMILTON, ONTARIO 


You Can Be Always Well 


Write for free booklet, “HOW TO KEEP 
WELL” and other literature, also sample 
of Roman Meal and Kofy-sub, the new 
alkaline beverage, to 

ROBT. G. JACKSON, M.D., 

516 Vine Ave., Toronto 9, Ont. 
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MAPLEINE 


fet 2 pints Oh G 


Just mail the trial-offer coupon below! 
We'll send free enough Mapleine to make— 
jiffy -quick ~2 pints delicious syrup with that 

“old-fashioned” flavor. See how Mapleine 
cuts 34 off syrup costs! Favorite in Canadian 
homes for 27 years, Mapleine is doubly popu- 
lar in these thrift-times. Order 45c bottle at 
your grocer’s—or send for free sample today, 


“MAIL THIS COUPON: 


Crescent Manuracturninc Company, Dept. N, 
51 Wellington West, Toronto, Ontario 
Send—free—enough Mapleine to make two pints syrup, 





Name 
Addr ess... 
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NOISY HINGES 
BALKY LOCKS 


When hinges grumble and 
locks are stubborn, just use 
a little 3-in-One Oil! 

A few drops and hinges 
can’t even murmur! The 
stiffest lock turns easily! Use 
3-in-One often on latches, 
tools, toys and household 
appliances too. Specially 
blended from three good oils, 
it does three jobs at one 
time. As it lubricates it cleans 
and prevents rust. 

Three -in-One comes in 
handy cans and bottles. All 
good stores have it. 


Three-in-One Oil Co., Windsor, Ontario 


3*IN*ONE OIL 


CLEANS - OILS - PROTECTS 


ony ana 
EARN MONEY AT HOME 





WOMAN’S INSTITUTE. 


Cc da) Limited 
Dept. C-258 (Canada) Limite 


Mootreal, Canada 
Send me—free—full information about course of ins 
8truction marked below: 
How to Make Smart Clothes 
How to Earn Money in Dressmaking 
How to Prepare Tempting, Well-balanced Meals 
O How to Make Distinctive, Becoming Hats 
Name . eoesssesceue 
Please specify whether Miss or Mrs.) 


Address 


The Magic of Santa Claus 


Continued from page 15 


Without a sound he opened the door and felt 
along the shelves. No; nothing there. 

But just then one of his buttons scraped 
along the wall. It was just the faintest 
scratching sound, but it went through the 
old box like a flash of lightning. At once the 
ornaments were wide awake, sure that at 
last their greatest friend had come for them. 
Ah, how well they knew he was there! But 
would he, could he ever find them now? 

They were certain, by the jostlings and 
thumpings they had felt from time to time, 
like nightmares in their sleep, that they 
must be down at the very bottom of all the 
odds and ends in the closet. Would he ever 
guess how deeply they were buried? 

And by this time, you can well imagine 
that no matter how wide awake or excited 
they might be, they were so rickety and 
weak that they could hardly hold them- 
selves together, much less make any sort of 
noise like ornaments. 

*‘What shall we do, darlings?’’ whimpered 
the poor old angel, still trying to comfort 
the others around him. “It’she. I knowit, 
I know it.” 

They could hear Santa fumbling about 
in the dark, muttering to himself, and they 
knew he was worried. 

“Listen,’’ whispered the angel hopefully, 
“‘where’s the trumpet?” 

“Down here,”’ came a low wail. 

“Can you blow?” 

“I never could,” came back a dusty voice, 
‘“‘unless I was blown. You know that.” 

“Of course,” sighed the angel apologetic- 
ally. ‘Forgive me; I’m so excited.” 

Again Santa pushed something aside, and 
they thought he had surely found them, but 
he only muttered again and said something 
about moth balls. He worked and worked, 
and they could hear him puffing anxiously, 
but finally he stopped, and, bitterness 
beyond belief, the door closed. 

“‘Dearests,”’ said the angel, for the sadder 
he got, the more affectionate he became, 
“we're left again. He’s gone.” 

Then, “If it kills me,”’ came a very thin 
voice from the top of the box, “‘I'll do it. I 
think my tongue is still attached—so 
good-by.” And with those words, which he 
evidently believed to be his last, the bell 
let go of the piece of tinsel to which he had 
been clinging for the past twenty years, 
and went rolling down through the chinks. 
It was a heroic moment. He tinkled not 
only once but several times before he came 
to a stop, with a dangerous clink, right on 
top of the beetle, but he was broken to 
pieces. 

Again the door opened, and Santa, fol- 
lowing that desperate little bumping chime, 
rolled away a bundle of rugs and laid his 
hand straight on the box. The bell’s sacrifice 
had not been in vain. 

At last, with much tussling and grunting, 
Santa finally got the box out, and that 
battering and shaking was the last thing 
that many of the older ornaments remem- 
bered for a long, long time. In fact, until 
but that is the story. With every little tug 
and bump they seemed to fall apart. 


T WAS scarcely any wonder, when Santa 

had got the box into the living room and 
lifted the cover gingerly, that he should 
catch his breath in consternation. There 
never was a sadder sight in all the world 
than what he saw. 

Oh, yes, they were all therewith the 
tinsel coiled round and round. But the air 
was filled with the tiny silver and gold 
bristles it was shedding, and the angel’s 
wings had dropped off, just as he had feared. 
The toad was almost nothing but a ball of 
stuffing. The swan’s neck was snapped in 
two. The grapes, the pear and the pome- 
granate gaped in pathetic yawns of empti- 
ness. It was heartbreaking to behold the 
gayest of all Christmas trinkets reduced to 
dust and scrapping on the greatest night of 
the year. Santa shook his head distractedly 
as he touched one or two tenderly. He was 
so afraid of hurting them even now. 


But after he had turned them over as 


gently as he could, and tried to see if there | 


was anything he could do for them, he sat 
down and shook his head again. It was 


quite useless; there was not one among | 
them, except perhaps the beetle, that would | 


not have been embarrassed to death to be 
seen on a tree in such condition. Many of 
them, in fact, were absolutely dead. 

“If I had them up at the North Pole, 
now,” thought Santa, “I could fix them 
up in no time. But here, without my tools— 
Oh, dear, my goodness!’’ His whiskers 
went up and down with sympathy and 
agitation as he looked at the pitiful help- 
lessness of them. For those that were not 
too badly injured seemed to watch him 
hopefully, trusting him to save and use them 
some way. 

Finally, he bounced up and walked about 
nervously. 
thought and it was this: Here he was, 
probably the oldest and most powerful fairy 
in the world, yet he had never tried pur- 
posely to work a little quick magic. “‘And 
why,” he asked himself, “‘shouldn’t I?’’ 


He thought of all the fairy books he had | 
brought at Christmas time, and the charms | 


and spells in them—there must be some 
sudden wonder he could do or say for these 
suffering, neglected children of his. 

So he paced up and down, and every now 
and then he would turn unexpectedly on the 
box with something like ‘“‘Abracadabra”’ or 
‘Fee-Fi-Fo-Fum.” He pronounced them 
in the proper fairy way according to the 
books, yet nothing happened. It was most 
upsetting. 

He looked through the books in his sack 
for one or two others, and even tried 
“Mirror, mirror in my hand, who is the 
fairest in the land?’ addressing one on the 


wall. But there was not so much as a rustle | 


in the box. 

Santa was troubled beyond words, and 
even began to think that perhaps his powers 
were failing. It was getting later and later, 
and he was almost desperate with the 
thought of all he had to do before daylight. 
Yet desert them now he could not. 

He stooped down to the box and petted 
them a little as he so often does his reindeer 
when he is trying to encourage them. “You 
poor little things,’’ he mourned, “what are 
we going to do?” 

Then he listened sharply, for he heard 
something. It was the chimes, ringing in 
midnight and Christmas. Their great day 
was upon them, and there they lay. 

He stood for a minute wringing his hands, 
and then his face broke into a dozen wrinkly 
smiles. He had it! And why hadn't he 
thought of it before? He was himself again, 
for he had realized, of course, just why he 
was the greatest fairy in the world; why, 
through ever and ever, he had no need of 
ordinary charms or spells like lesser fairies; 
why he had power to bring all the sweetness 
and happiness in the world. 

He stood up on his toes and said it— 
the only spell he ever had or ever needed, 
his very own. “In the name of Christmas,” 
he said, stretching out his hands, ‘‘ornaments 
be whole; ornaments be beautiful.” 

It was as though a spark from the fire 
had fallen into the box, for all at once it 
seemed to be aflame. And as Santa began 
pulling out the yards and yards of tinsel, 
the bell caught hold of it again and clinked 
and clinked. The old angel was as pink asa 
cherub once more, and the hinges of his 
wings were more like diamonds than silver 

“Oh, me,”’ crooned the bird, who was 
feeling his lovely smooth sides, “this is old 
times all over again.” 

The poor battered broken ones woke up 
as out of a deep sleep, for they had been 
quite unconscious since the bumping in 
getting out of the closet. And Santa’s 
magic had so arranged it that they forgot 
entirely they had ever been old or forsaken. 
The years in the closet were gone from their 

Continued on page 71 


He had just had an exciting | 
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A GIFT 


every woman 










needs and 





wants 


Mixes 
Mashes 
MU 
Creams 
Stirs 
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“ HEPC Approval No. 3:00 
Does More Things —easier, better 
Women who want to get ‘‘more for their 
money are buying the Non-Radio Inter 
fering and Portable MIXMASTER because 
it alone gives you ALL food mixer a:iva 
tages—and it is POWERFUL, STURI’Y, 
EFFICIENT. Think of it—Mixmaster not 
nly mixes, whips. beats, to 
perfection—but now grinds 
meat for loaf, hash, ham 
Mathes and burger — chips. fwd and 
to a reamy Veeelabies, pens ins, 
fluff inahurry, sharpens Knives, et t's 
the famous BKASY-TO-USE 
FOOD MIXER with the tilt-back motor, 
finger-tip speed control, the self-cleaning 
beate t t tiful SELF-TURNING 
zre Before y buy a 
fo © to see MIXMASTER — Chopper-grind- 
It ything Never before such elipe «m place 
a ¢ preparer at such an amaZ-  easveguick. 
“a I et “at your electric light pany or dealer's, 
write Flexible Shaft Co., Limited, 343 Carlaw Ave., 5 
7 . Ontario. ‘ 
—42 years making QUALITY products— ‘ 
There’a Only One 
° [-or rN" 
Non - Radio Teoted and Approved oy 
oo —_ 
Interfering “Chatelaine Institute | 
wamtaneoer 
and Portable "Chatelaine Magazine 
f 
used for the table is essential. 
Goddard's Plate Powder 
produces a clear polish 
and leaves the silver 
perfectly clean. 
Goddard's 
’ 


Plate Powder 


Sold in good class Stores 
Agents 
QUEBEC & MARITIME PROVINCES 
F. L. Benedict & Co., Montreal 


ON TARIO, ALBERTA & BRITISH COLUMBIA 
W. G. Patrick & Co. Ltd., Toronto 


MANITOBA & SASKATCHEWAN 
Watson & Truesdale, Winnipeg 
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Why Nice Children Quarrel 


Continued 


physically. Let half-grown children—grown- 
ups too, for that matter— get overtired, or 
catch a slight cold, or get definitely sick, 
and they are at once irritable and cross. 
From my own experience, let my younger 

who has a tendency that way—get “‘acidy,”’ 
needing a reorganization of diet, a large 
dose of milk of magnesia, lemon juice, etc 

my time-tried home remedies for counter- 


nibbles afterward carries the holiday colors 
red, green and white for accent, and the 

many flavorings on the market make it 

possible to have one to suit every taste. 

So to each course of your meal you may 
give those little touches which are so 
important in the successful Christmas dinner 

and we hope that this year’s will be the 
best ever. 


RECIPES 
Christmas Apples 


1 Cupful of red currant jelly 
1 Cupful of boiling water 
8 Small apples 


Add the boiling water to the jelly and heat 
gently until the jelly is dissolved. Add the 
apples which have been pared and cored, 
and simmer carefully until the apples are 
soft but not broken. If desired, fill the 
centres with currants which have been 
washed and puffed by letting them stand a 
few minutes in the hot syrup after the 
apples are removed. 

If desired, the apples may be quartered 
and cooked carefully, then the quarters 
arranged attractively on a serving dish. 


Tomato Juice Cocktail 


3 Cupfuls of tomato juice 

1, Tablespoonful of chopped 
onion 

1 Tablespoonful of chopped 
celery 

1 Tablespoonful of chopped 
parsley 


“Gadget Gifts” 


steel knife with corrugated edge for cutting 
meat, bread, vegetables and so on! Or 
paring knives with well shaped handles and 
keen edged blades? Or a set of measuring 
spoons, a set of wooden ones for stirring, a 
slotted cake spoon or kitchen cutlery in 
bright chromium finish which does not 
tarnish? 

Even towels and pot holders and cleaning 
cloths have taken on a bit of decoration and 
may be found with quaint designs appropri- 
ate to their purpose. And oilcloth has gone 
in for a perfect array of delightful colors and 
patterns. You can find anything to please 
you, whether your taste runs to quaint old- 
fashioned chintzy looking things or smartly 
modern checks and stripes and plaids. With 
it you can fashion all sorts of appropriate 
gifts for the kitchen if you are a bit clever 
with your fingers--pot holders, hot plate 
pads, cook-book covers, aprons, sleeve pro- 
tectors, chair seat pads and kitchen 
“reminders” with a pad of paper and a 
pencil on a string attached. Or you might 
make an apron or a pair of window curtains 
if you get some one to do the measuring on 
the quiet. Or if you haven't time for sewing, 
there are scarves and mats and table covers 
in this decorative and serviceable material 
just the thing for the breakfast table if you 
want to help save laundry bills. 


The Pantry Shelf 


Continued from page 61 


Continued from page 22 





from page 16 


acting this condition—and there’s no living 
with her. Let my older, who usually has a 
very even disposition, miss a few hours 
sleep—-which she needs, and to which she 
is accustomed —and the angel Gabriel 
couldn't get along with her. 

So, my job at present, to make quarrelling 
tabu in our household is to keep my children 
physically fit. Pax Vobiscum! 


34 Teaspoonful of lemon juice 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
1 Teaspoonful of Worcestershire 
sauce 
Few grains of cayenne 


Let the chopped onion, celery and parsley 
stand in the tomato juice for at least one 
hour. Strain and add the other ingredients. 
Chill thoroughly before serving. 


Fondant For Mints 


2 Cupfuls of sugar 
1g Teaspoonfu! of cream of 
tartar 
24 Cupful of water 


Put all the ingredients in a saucepan and 
stir over gentle heat until the sugar is 
dissolved. Then boil without stirring, until a 
soft ball forms when tried in cold water— 
235 degrees Fahrenheit. 

During the boiling, sugar crystals should 
be removed from the sides of the saucepan 
with a piece of cheesecloth tied around the 
prongs of a fork and moistened with boiling 
water. 

Remove from the fire and pour on to a 
warm, slightly greased platter. Allow to 
partly cool, then work with a spatula until 
it changes color and becomes firm enough 
to knead. Knead until smooth, put in a 
bowl, cover closely and let stand for several 
hours. 

Melt the fondant over hot water and 
flavor with any desired flavoring, a few 
drops of peppermint or wintergreen. Color 
some green and some red and drop from the 
tip of a spoon on oiled paper. Remove when 
firm. 


for the Kitchen 


> 







Of course, if you can afford to go beyond 
the limit of two dollars which we have set 
for our suggestions in this article, you can 
choose any one of the many electrical 
appliances for the kitchen and be sure that 
your gift will be hailed with joy. Perhaps 
two or three members of the family might 
put their two dollars together and buy a 
toaster, an iron, a grill, an electric fan so 
useful in the kitchen to blow off cooking 
odors, a percolator for those who like their 
coffee just right, an electric clock to make 
certaindinner is on time, a waffle iron for the 
hostess who likes to give breakfast parties 
or entertain after the theatre. 

But we've left one of our best suggestions 
for the last-—-a cook book for the young 
housekeeper or a recipe box for those who 
like to keep their recipe cards filed and 
indexed. Or a subscription to a magazine 
which discusses housekeeping problems and 
offers tested recipes for new and delicious 
dishes. It will be a monthly reminder of 
your thoughtfulness. 

Choose your gift with thought and con- 
sideration of your friends’ needs and tastes, 
wrap it gaily as befits this happy season and 
send it with a message of great good cheer. 
If you do this, your inexpensive little gift 
for the kitchen will not go begging a wel- 
come. 



















































“He began to pick up at once and now he’s 
talking about going to business.” Bovril, the 
concentrated goodness of prime beef, tempts 
invalid appetites and has the unique power of 
enabling convalescents to get more nourishment 
from other foods. 

Taken regularly after illness, Bovril helps to 
reduce the “getting well” period from weeks to 
days. 


BOVRIL 


Gives Strength 
Quickly - 



























A Gift to Gladden a 
Woman's Heart 


CEDARETTE 


(NAME REGISTERED) 




















A more beautiful, more useful type 
of cedar chest —entirely new and 
different. 

The Cedarette has greater storage 
capacity, yet occupies less floor 
space, looks better and fits in better 
with other articles of furniture than 
ordinary cedar chests. 


The interior of the Cedarette is 
equipped with clothing and blanket 
hangers. These make packing and 
unpacking simple, and the entire 
contents are visible. No piling or 
creasing, no groping for articles. 


















Before you buy a cedar chest 
ask to see the Cedarette at 
better furniture stores. 





Reception hall, living-room, bed- 
room—-even the dining room—-make 
ideal settings for the Cedarette. 


























THE BELL FURNITURE COMPANY LIMITED 


SOUTHAMPTON, ONTARIO 
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Lowest Prices in 
History of Chatelaine 


FOUR Gifts to FOUR 
Friends for ONLY $2. 


| 

| 

| The Use of Gift Subscriptions to “Chatelaine” 
| 

| 

| 


Today’s Outstanding 


Magazine Value— 


FOUR Gifts to FOUR 
Friends for ONLY $2. 


“Chatelaine” is edited for the Women of Canada 
and unflaggingly advances their every interest. 
Every Issue is a veritable “Pandora’s Box” of 
Surprises, and as a Text-Book for the Home- 
Maker it cannot be excelled. The Fiction is bright. 
The Articles are topical. “Chatelaine” will be 
heartily welcomed by every Canadian Woman who 
receives it for Christmas Until Next Christmas. 


New Low Prices 
on Gift Orders! 


Single Orders. ........$1.00 each 


4:or More.....50‘each 


(one of which may be your personal subscription) 
Orders in excess of 4... 75*each 50‘ 


A Gift Order covers all Issues of next year, and so long as 
copies are available will also include the Christmas Issue of 
the present year. 

These Prices are for Canada, Great Britain and British 
Possessions. For United States and Possessions, and Mexico, 
add 50c. per year per Order; for all other countries add $1.00 
per year per Order. 

If Your Gift should be for present Subscribers they will be 
entered to extend those Subscriptions, and Gift Cards will go 
forward just the same as though they were new Subscriptions. 







solves your Christmas problem—and passes the 
whole burden on to us, inclusive of the responsi- 
bility of writing the Greeting Cards, paying the 


. | postage and mailing both Cards and first Gift- 
| copies for as nearly as possible to Christmas 
| Morning delivery 


i Christmas - iia Prices 


The Personal lg G ht atelat Gitte on Gift Orders! 


| 
a 
Greeting Card; -—“aa | Pind Onions. ..$1.00 each 







on will announce 4.or Rinee -5O each 


Your ut o 
G if f (one of which may be your personal subscription) 


Ghatel Laine for Orders in excess of 4... 75*each 50° 
hristmas until Friends and Relatives in every part of the Old World, 


as well as here at home, will doubly appreciate such 

next Christmas ‘ novel form of remembrance—as it carries a breath 
. 

to your Friends 






of Canada into their homes every month throughout 

the year. 

Overseas Mails Close Early—The Earlier you mail 

us your Gift Subscription instructions, the easier 

your general Christmas preparations will be for you 
and for us in carrying out your wishes, 






The CHATELAINE, 
153 University Avenue, a aera arte a ra a 
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| 

: | 

Toronto 2, Ontario. | 

| 

! Please send your Magazine to each of the following for the whole of next year—the Christmas Issue _ | 

of the present year, if available, and my Personal Greetings and Good Wishes on a Gift Card supplied by | 

| you, to reach them as nearly as possible to Christmas morning. I enclose $.............. in payment of 

| this order. 
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| carry the extra names and addresses. Do not forget Greetings of: OT oe Ea 2 Se DEC. | 

1 to also write your own name and address on the 
j extra sheet to identify it. ; 
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SIX FROCKS IN ONE PATTERN 














These are Chatelaine Patterns. 


N KEY with the times, the newest fashion note is one 

of economy—and variety. On the face of it, the two 
do not seem made to go together, but when one sees 
frocks such as this, undergoing half a dozen metamor- 
phoses for half a dozen different occasions, and still 
rema ning basically the same frock, one understands 
how simple it is these days to appear well dressed at a 
ridiculously low cost. Chatelaine Patterns offer this 
six-in-one pattern at the usual low price of fifteen cents. 


No. 196—An all-occasion frock with six varia- 
tions. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40 inches bust 
measure. Size 34 requires for View 1, 334 
yards of 39-inch material; View No. 2, the 
same with 7% yard of 35-inch material for the 
bias collar; View No. 3, the same with 1 
yards of 39-inch material for collar and cuffs; 
View No. 4, the same with 34 yard of 35-inch 
material for collar and cuffs; View No. 5, the 
same with 7¢ yard of 35-inch material for the 
scarf collar; View No. 6, 414 yards of 39-inch 
material for the complete frock. 
Price 15 cents 


Price 15 Cents 


a > 
> 
A i, 


They may be obtained from stores in most cities, or direct from Chatelaine Pattern Service, 153 University Avenue, Toronto, 
k we would be glad to have you give us his name and address. 
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If your favorite dealer does 
When ordering patterns name the number and size of the style desired. 
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ae 
PRESENTING THE “TWO-FACED” FROCKS 
4 
4 
174 1071 
Two Entirely Different Effects from One Pattern 
No. 174—Just two sets of detach- No. 1071—A demure little frock 
~ a a om this, and therein lies its charm. The 
ave two distinctly different frocks, ees te a 

both extremely smart. Sizes 32, cape =e gre & yan . little extra 
34, 36 and 38 inches bust measure. dash. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40 
Size 34 requires 312 yards of 39- inches bust measure. Size 34 requires 
a material, yn 1 _ < = 4\g yards of 35-inch material with | 
inch contrasting for cape collar an pea ars. a | 
cuffs, or 1 yard of 35-inch con- the cape, or 3% — of 36-inch a | | 

trasting for scarf collar. material without. | 

| Pe | oul 
| 
No. 1067—The type of skirt that No. 1060—The swagger coat is very | t 
finds endless uses, even without the fashionable just now, but it can be | | \ 
coat it accompanies. Sizes 26, 28, worn for years without appearing to i i } 
30, 32 and 34 inches waist measure. “date.” Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40 Fe | 
Size 28 requires 134 yards of 54-inch inches bust measure. Size 34 requires f | ar 
material. 23 yards of 54-inch material. BB 
rom | \ 
ek A 
No. 172—Here we have a formal, Be | \ 
i oo 


or alternatively, informal afternoon | 
frock from the one style. Sizes 32, 
34, 36 and 38 inches bust measure. | 
Size 34 requires 514 yards of 39- ia] 
inch material for the full length } | 
formal frock, or 314 yards for the , | 
skirt and 21% yards for the waist, 

for the alternative style. 


ii 


1067 skirt 














/ 
j 
. j 
1060 coat Price 15 cents 
| ) 
— | { | 
Price 15 Cent ~ FAN 
rice ents 2 yl 
7 ‘ reer re -——-- + SS = a 
39 These are Chatelaine Patterns. They may be obtained from stores in most cities, or direct from The Chatelaine Pattern Service, 153 University Avenue, Toronto. Ontario. If your favorite dealer does 
a not carry them in stock we would be glad to have you give us his name and address. When ordering patterns name the number and size of the style desired. — 
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THE YOUNG IDEA IN HOLIDAY FASHIONS 








It’s Party Time 





No. 8395 What could be sweeter for those first almost 

grown-up parties she'll be going to this winter, than 

frilled dotted Swiss? If she is old enough to be a little 

décolleté, the contrasting yoke might be of net. Sizes 

11, 13, 15 and 17 years. Size 13 requires 234 and 5¢ 
yards of 35-inch material. 













Dolly’s Hv ardrobe 






No. 188—There isn’t a small girl anywhere who doesn’t 

love dressing her doll, and when there’s a complete 

wardrobe—frock, slip, apron, combination undergar- 

ment, pyjamas, coat, hat and bonnet-—-to play with, 

imagine her delight. Cut in one size only for a doll 24 
inches high, 










A Three-in-One Pattern 







No. 152—Three garments are included in this one 
pattern—a coat, frock, and combination undergarment. 
They are charming little styles, too. Sizes 4, 1 and 2 
years. Size 1 year requires for the coat 114 yards, long- 
sleeved frock 13¢ yards, undergarment 1 yard—all 35- 
inch material, 
















Simplicity’s Best Scallops for Jane 
No. 155—There’s nothing quite so useful nor No. 156—A charming little bloomer-frock 
so neat in appearance for the young toddler with the high yoke and gathered skirt that 
than periectly plain rompers. These are cut are so becoming to little girls. Sizes 2, 4 and 
in sizes 1, 2 and 4 years. Size 2 requires 1!» 6 years. Size 4 requires 2'% yards of 35-inch 
vards of 39-inch material. material. 
¢ obtais ores in most cities, or direct from The Chatelaine Pattern Service, 153 University Avenue, Toronto, Ontario. If your favorite dealer does 


"The se are Chatelaine Patterns. They may be obtained from st 


1ot carry thom in stock we would be glad to have you give us his name and address. When ordering patterns name the number and size of the style desired. 
r 
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DESIGNED TO SLENDERIZE THE FIGURE 






8016 







1064 blouse 


1047 skirt 
The four Chatelaine Patterns on this 


| page have been designed with careful 
ya regard not only to style, but to slim- 


A ness of line for the fuller figure. 
1063 2 






No. 1064—This smart blouse might be worn inside the 
skirt if preferred. The jabots end in sashes which cross < e 
at the back and tie in the front. Sizes 34, 36, 38, 40 
and 42 inches bust measure. Size 38 requires 234 yards 
of 39-inch material. 


No. 1065—-The raglan sleeves show the Dolman 
influence in this attractively graceful frock. There is a 
skirt opening in front—very suitable for maternity 
wear. Sizes 36, 38, 40, 42, 44, 46 and 48 inches bust 
measure. Size 40 requires 414 yards of 39-inch material. 


No. 1047—A trimly fitting skirt with front inverted 
pleats to give added fulness. Sizes 26, 28, 30, 32 and 34 
inches waist measure. Size 30 requires 17¢ yards of 


6 Boas a Se 
No. 1063—Do you notice how the one-sided pointed 54-inch material. 


hip-yoke echoes the slanting inset in the U-shaped 
neck? Bows, incidentally, are very fashionable just 
now. Sizes 36, 38, 40, 42, 44, 46 and 48 inches bust 


No. 8016—The soft, cowl neckline is an attractive 
feature of this good looking frock which fits closely over 
; the hips with three tiers of inserted waist bands. Sizes 
measure. Size 40 requires 44% and 1% yard of 35-inch 36, 38, 40, 42, 44, 46 and 48 inches bust measure. Size 


y material. PRICE 1 5 CENTS 40 requires 4 yards of 39-inch material. 





SSS Sense - — - - — ee — as — - 
These are Chatelaine Patterns. They may be obtained from stores in most cities, or direct from The Chatelaine Pattern Service, 153 University Avenue, Toronto, Ontario. If your favorite dealer does 
not carry them in stock we would be glad to have you give us his name and address. When ordering patterns name the number and size of the style desired. 
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Stop Those | 
Runs... Use 





R No. 165 
Strtking col- 
oring on a 
luncheon set 
of unusual 
design. 


Price 40 cents; cottons for working come to 
' 5 cents. 

No. C159— Pillow cases and towels in 

lovely chrysanthemum design. Edges 
may be scalloped or lace may be sewn to 
inner line of scallop. The pillow cases, of 
finest English cotton with linen finish, size 
12 by 36 inches, are priced at $1.35 a pair. 
Towels in finest white linen huckabuck, 
size 33 by 18 inches, priced at 95 cents a 
pair. Cottons for working, white or colored 
as desired, 15 cents. Hand-made crocheted 
edging can be supplied at 5 cents a yard. 


No. C114—Red elephants for luck on 

your bridge set! Black sateen finished 
with three-tone bias binding in red, black 
and fawn. Four red felt elephants are pasted 
in the four corners of the cloth. Price $1, 
with bias binding at 30 cents. 


No. C166-—-Cushions for your fireside! 

The dog is worked in light and dark tan 
brush wools on black art felt. A long, loose 
chain stitch is used, so that the design is 
auickly filled in. The mate to this cushion is, 
of course, the cat No. C167, which is worked 
in white on black art felt. Size 18 by 22 
inches. Price for the dog cushion (front and 
back supplied) $1. Wools for working, 30 
cents. Form can be supplied at 60 cents. 


No. C163— Delicate shades are 
used in appliqué on black felt, to make 
| this attractive cushion. The design is 
simply stuck on with paste. To make the 
pair the tulip cushion, No. C164, is offered 
red and yellow tulips appliquéd on black 
New stockings are elastic—they | felt. Size 18 by 22 inches. Price for front 
J ; ; ; and back and appliqué, $1.25. Form can be 
give under strain, stretch and then supplied for 60 cents. 


rose 





DO YOU KNOW what causes 


those ruinous runs ? 


spring back again. When this pre- 
No. C158—Four-leaf clovers and wish- 
bones make a bid for luck on this little 


cious elasticity is destroyed, the silk 


threads, instead of giving, break a tes 
; 7 - bridge set. Thirty-six inch cloth and four 
under strain. It is then that runs | cerviettes, stamped on finest cream English 
start! cotton, price 85 cents. In oatmeal linen, 
a. ; : Res $1.35. Cottons for working come to 15 
Vhat is why Lux is made especiaily | cents. 
hi to preserve the elasticity that makes 
i even the sheerest stockings reaily No. C170—There is no fancywork on this 
ii cosy. The design is simply a motif which 
wear. 


is stitched on. Black or green taffeta, as 
i desired, is a stunning background for the 
| 


oF LUX for stockings gaily colored love birds. Price $1, and form 
{ | 


can be supplied for 55 cents. 
2 minutes a day No. C121—For the teapot handle that 


t keeps them like new gets uncomfortably hot, this gay little 
parrot is a delightful convenience. Stamped 
4 Lever Brothers Limited, Toronto on green farmer satin, with plain lining to 
the Governor-General and. Countess of Iessbotsugh | Match, Poll is to be worked in bright red and 





Gifts with Needle and Thread 


Continued from page 28 


yellow chain stitch. Price 35 cents; cottons 
5 cents. 


No. C156—A knitting bag is so useful 

and this one is really smart, too. The 
Colonial lady design in art felt is pasted on, 
and just the ball of wool and needles are 
worked by hand. Size 10'5 by 15 inches— 
in black, navy or lacquer red art felt, com- 
plete with lining, silhouette and cottons. 
Price 95 cents. 


No. C100—A dainty boudoir pillow, 

with a garland of tiny roses stamped, 
on black, green yellow, pink rose, blue or 
mauve taffeta—roses to be worked in shaded 
rose or yellow silk, with green leaves. Size 
10 by 17 inches. Front and back are priced 
at 65 cents; silks for working, 15 cents. A | 
form can be supplied for 40 cents. 


No. C161—‘‘Poppies for Remem- 

brance’’—a_ perfectly charming little 
picture stamped on black art satin, the 
poppies to be worked in shaded red cotton 
with fine green stems and foliage. Size 7 by 
9 inches. Modestly priced at 25 cents with 
an additional 8 cents for working cottons. 


No. C164—Brilliant red and yellow 

tulips are appliquéd on black felt, to 
make this attractive cushion. The design 
is simply pasted on. To make the pair the 
rose cushion No. C163, is offered—delicate 
rose shades appliquéd on black felt. Size 
18 by 22 inches. Price for front and back 
and appliqué, $1.25. Form can be supplied 
for 60 cents. 


P No. C167—Cushions for your fireside. 
The cat is worked in white brush wool 
on black art felt. A long, loose chain stitch 
is used, so that the design is quickly filled in. 
The mate to this cushion is, of course, the 
dog No. C166, which is worked in light and 
dark tan on black art felt. Size 18 by 22 
inches. Price for the cat cushion (front and 
back supplied), $1. Wools for working, 20 
cents. Form can be supplied at 60 cents. 


No. C165—The foursome luncheon set 
a striking and unusual design in 
purple or yellow iris, bulrushes and long, 
slender leaves; edges to be worked in the | 
new Chinese blanket stitch. The cloth, 45 
inches square, stamped on finest English 
cotton in cream or white, with four servi- 
ettes, is priced at $1.25. In heavy cream 
linen the same is $1.75; or in heavy white 
linen, $2. Cottons for working, 35 cents. 
Please state whether shaded purple or yellow 
is desired for iris. 









Don’t you love a 
bright, cheery bath- 
room? If yours is 
like that already, 
flatter it — keep it 
supplied with lovely, 
gay, embroidered 
towels. 


And if it isn’t as bright as you’d 
like it, cheerfully decorated tow- 
els will do wonders in giving it a 
jauntier air. 

The cost?—almost nothing. Do 
your own embroidery—all you 
need is a good embroidery thread 
that will keep its color and finish, 
and a simple transfer pattern. 


Ask for Clark’s ‘Anchor’? Strand- 
ed Cotton, Clark’s ‘**Anchor’’ 
Strandsheen, or Clark’s ** Anchor” 
Pearl Cotton when you buy your 
embroidery thread, and know 
that yeu are getting the BEST. 
Clark’s ‘*Anchor’? Embroidery 
Threads do not break or tangle— 
what’s more, even the laundry 
not take 
They’re the best you can buy. 


does the color out. 


“Crochet and Embroidery 
Stitches,’ a helpful little book- 
let, will be sent on receipt of 5c. 
Address: Dept. X12, The Canadian 
Spool Cotton Co., Montreal, P.Q. 


Always use Milward’s Embroidery 
Needles for best results. 


Note the pull-out feature 


of the tena 


skeins. 








are MADE IN CANADA by 64 
THE CANADIAN SPOOL COTTON CO., 
=MONTREAL=*= 


Makers of Coats’ and Clark’s Spool Cotton 
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ONTARIO 


Acton—Elliott Bros. 
Allandaie—J. Webb 
Alliston—F. T. Hill & Co. 
Almonte—W. West 
Amnerstburg—Walker Stores 
Arkona—Brown ros 
Arthur—H, J. Colwill 
Auburn—J. Taylor & Son 
Ayimer—Walker Stores 
Belle River—Mrs. V. Diesbourg 
Bellevilie—Canadian Dept. Stores 

John W. Cook Co. 
Bobcaygeon—T W. Read's Sons 
Bothwell—J. J. Vincent 
Bowmanville—Walker Stores 
Brampton—F. T. Hills & Co. 

Cc. F. Ready 
Brantford—Canadian Dept. Stores 

J. M. Young & Co. 
Brighton—J. A. Robson 
Breckville—Canadian Dept. Stores 

Leverette’s Store 
Brooklin—A. Lb. MacDuff & Son 
Burlington—k. W. Templin 
Caledonia—Cairn's Store, Ltd, 
Canningion—sS. M. Sturman 
Cardinal—J. Jackson 
Carieton Place—Walker Stores 
Chapleau—Smith & Chapple 
Chatham—Canadian Dept. Stores 

Spencer-Stune Lid 
Cobourg—B. R. Heaslip 
Coloorne—G. Cornwell & Co. 
Collingwood—Walker Stores 
Cornwall—Walker Stores 
Comber—C. G. Elliott & Son 
Copper Cliff—Racicot & Darach Co., Ltd, 
Delni—H. Cunningham 
Dresden—R. W. Tyrell 
Dryden—R. J. Pronger 
Dundalk—F. T. Hill & Co. 
Dunnaville—W. J. Griffiths 
Durnam—tThe Variety Store 

East Windsor—Selfast Dry Goods 
Englehart—M. S. Ireland 
Essex—Michaels Bargain Store 
Exeter—Southcott Bros. 
Fenelon Falis—W. Burgoyne & Son 
Fergus—Steele Brothers 
Flesherton—F. H. W. Hickling 
Forest—Farmer’s Trading Co 
Galt—Walker Stores 
Glencoe—lIrwin’s Novelty Store 
Goderich—F. E. Hibbert 
Guelph—G. B. Ryan & Co. 
Hamilton—The T. Eaton Co. 

G, W. Robinson & Co. 

Thomas C. Watkins 

MacFarlane's Dry Goods 

London Yard Goods 

N. Weswig 

Zeller’s, Ltd. 
Hanover—Canadian Dept. Stores 
Harrow—Webb & Hendershott 
Havelock—Mage Curtis 
Hearst—International Consumer's Co. 
Huntsville—Canadian Dept. Stores 
islington—Evans Dry Goods 
Kenera—M. S. Taylor, Ltd. 
Kincardine—Lampman’s Dept. Store 
Kingsville—Pickards Dept. Stores 
Kingsten—John Laidlaw & Son 
Kitehener—Canadian Dept. Stores 

Goudie’s Dept. Store 
Leamington—F. Paterson 
Lindsay—Canadian Dept. Stores 
Lendon—R. J. Young & Co. 

Cossey’s Dry Goods 

Paris Silk Shop 
Lucen—J. M. Ross & Co. 
Markdale—F. T. Hill & Co. 
Markham—H. S. Relive 
Meaford—F. T. Hill & Co. 
Midiand—Canadian Dept. Stores 
Milverten—Merchants Brokerage Co. 
Mimico—Beach General Store 
Mitchell—G. Edeghoffer & Son 
Napanee—Canadian Dept. Stores 
Neustadt—A.E. Weiler 
Niagara Falls—Canadian Dept. Stores 

C. Wallace & Co. 
Newmarket—Toronto Jobbing Co. 
New Toronto—I<eitli’s Stores 
North Bay—Canadian Dept. Stores 

Walker Stores, Ltd. 
Norwich—Pitcher Bros. 
Oakville—Lunau Dry Goods 
Orangeville—F. T. Hill & Co. 
Orillia—Walker Stores 
Oshawa—J. C. Ward 

The Nelson Store 
Ottawa—Canadian Dept. Stores 

Murphy-Gamble 

Charles Ogilvy 

L. W. Bell 

Zeller’s, Ltd 

J. A. Lalonde 
Owen Sound—Walker’s Stores 
Paimerston—Shields & Co. 
Parkhill—White & May Co. 
Pembroke—Canadian Dept. Stores 
Penetanguishene—Phil. Charlebois 
Perth—A. FE. Shaw 
Peterborough—Canadian Dept. Stores 

Dickson Store 

Richard Hall Ltd 
Picton—Canadian Dept. Stores 
Pickering—M. S. Chapman 
Port Arthur—Canadian Dept. Stores 
ert Colborne—L. F. J. Hopkins 
ort Credit—Mrs. M. Buckley 
Port Elgin—The Borth Store 
Port Perry—Nelson Store 

F. W. Brock 
Preseott—Mrs. M. E. Lane, Box 354 
Preston—Sel-Rite 
Ridgetown—The Jeffries Co. 
Rodney—S. A. Eby 
Sault Ste. Marie—Canadian Dent. Stores 

Astin’s Snecialty Shop, 133 Gore St. 
Sarnia—Walker Brothers 

Walker Stores 
Seaforth—MacTavish’s 
Shelburne—Norton Fisher & Co. 
Simeoe—Walker Stores 
Southampten—Walter J. Mohr 
Spencerville—H. FE. Raker & Co 
St. Catharines—Canadian Dept. Stores 

Novelty Silk Shop 

Walker Stores 
Stayner—F. T Hill & Co 
Stouffville—W. H. Shaw Store 
Strathroy—Walker Stores 
St. Marys—White & May Co. 
Stratford—Canadian Dept. Stores 

J. J. Crosier & Co 
St. Jacobs—F. KE. Welker 
St. Thomas—P. McIlroy Silk Shop 

J. H. Gould 


All These Stores Sell 


Every Chatelaine pattern is guaranteed perfect cut and 
perfect fit. You cannot spoil or waste the material. They 
are the equal of other patterns at three times the price. With 
every pattern is a cutting-chart. Each piece is separate, 


If there is no dealer as yet in your neighborhood, we would be 
glad to have you give us the name and address of your favorite 
store, and in the meantime you may order Chatelaine Patterns 
direct from the Chatelaine Pattern Service, University 


Avenue, Toronto, Ont. 


Chatelaine Patterns Are Made in Canada 





ONTARIO—Continued SASKATCHEWAN—Continued 


Sudbury—Canadian Dept. Stores 
Tecumseh—Mrs. L. Brudner 
Thessalon—Buchanan Bros, 
Tillsonburg—Walker Stores 
Timmins—Hollinger Stores 

Mrs. J. Pluta 
Tottenham—Miss V. Milligan 
Trenton—Couch Newton Company 
Tweed—Kerr & Co. 
Torenteo—T. Eaton C 

M. B, Allin & Co. 

The Stork Shoppe, 2474 Yonge St. 

The Stork Shoppe, 965 St 

Miss BPwington, 325 Jane St. 

J. H. Byers, 569 Danforth Ave. 

Cc. J. Wallace, 319 Roncesvalles Ave. 

The Lloyd Shoppe, 67 Roncesvalles Ave. 

Chappell’s, 318 Oakwood Ave. 

A. A. Denton, 





Foam Lake—E 
Gull Lake—J 
Hepburn—Hepburn Trading Co. 


The Western Fair 
Harvey & Co 


Indian Head- 
Kamsack—H 
Lintlaw—Frank Robinson, 
The Red and White Store 
Lioydminster—H. C 
Machlin—Machiin 


, 1330, Danforth Ave. 
Clair Ave. W. 


Maple Creek: 
Maryfield—. 


1252 St. Clair Ave. W. 
Maymont—N. 


W. A. Longhurst, 584 Annette St. 
Jackson’s, 99 Main St. 

A. Aldous, 288 Eglinton Ave. 
Browning's, 226 Royce Ave. 
Richardson, Kingston Rd. 
Boyle’s, 1186-88 St. Clair W. 

M. Baxter, 540 Queen St. W 

A. Gotlib, 611 College St. 
Corner, 244 Carlton St. 
Sharpe’s, 653 St. Clair W. 
Walker Stores, 


Moose Jaw—T 
sinning’s Ltd 
North Battleford 
North Portal 
Ogema—E. L. Sier 


Radisson—Y. 





1170 Eglinton Ave 
3186 Yonge St. 
H. B. Neiman, 571 Mt. Pleasant Rd. 
T. C. Pitt General Store, 

1190 Woodbine Ave. 
Armitage Children’s Wear 
2454 Danforth Ave., 
. Fromstein, 420 Spadina Avenue 
Stitts, 976 Bathurst Street 
439 Roger's Rad 
1912 Gerrard St 
Mrs. Cotton, 697 Mt. Pleasant 
Crane’s, 1038 Pape Avenue 
Caldwell’s, 675 Danforth Avenue 
Miss Mary Torrance, 2300 Bloor St 
J. Lipton, 918 Queen St. E 
The Economic Store, 1221 Bloor St 
Little Grey Shoppe, 
Love’s Store, 





McDonald & : 








Nippon Silk & Products Co 


Rosetown—Smit! 
Saltcoats— 


Southey—Miss W 
Swift Current—Wigmore’s, Ltd 
Watrous— Marcos 


$32 Kingston 
1171 Davenport Rd 
Mrs. M. Anderson, 748 Annette St. 
Horwoods, 990 Bloor Street W. 
Young’s, 3425 Yonge St. 
Hollywoods, 1534 Yonge Street 
Osborne’s, 1059 Gerrard St. Fast 
Sheftel’s. 2813 Dundas Street W. 
John Oliver, 377 Broadview Ave 
The Rowers Shoppe, 532 Oakwood Ave 
The Elaine Shoppe, 
Mrs. S. Hill. 
Unionville—Brown 
Wallaceburg—Stonehouse’s 
Walkerville—C. H. Smith 
Waterloo—L. J. Klopp 
Welland—Fashion Silk Shoppe 
Weston—C. E. Grosskurth 
Whitby—Bell’s Dry Goods 
Winchester—A. Sweet & Co. 
Windsor—John F. Burns 
Gravy’s Dept. Store 
H. Smith Company 
Sergesson Bros. 
Wingham—Walker Stores 
H. F. Isard & 
Woodstock—Canadian Dept. Stores 
Walker Stores 


MANITOBA 


Belmont—Castell & Phillips 
Brandon—Doigs, Ltd. 
Cardale—S. W. 
Carman—H. S. Shilson Co. 
Cypress River—Mr. Jonas Anderson 
Dauphin—W. G. White 
Deloraine—Henry Bros. 
Elgin—Anderson Mercantile Co. 
La Riviere—J. H 
Medora—Henry Bros. 
Minnedosa—P. 
Morris—Jewel Stores Limited 
Neepawa—Jewel Stores Limited 
Norwood—W 
Oak River—F. H. Glinz & Sons 
Portage La Prairie—Ralph’s Dept 
Rapid City—Beatties Store 
Munro Co., Ltd. 
A. McKenzie 
Russell—Smellie Bros 
Shoal Lake—A. R 
St. Claude—Arbez, Ltd 
Transcona—Transcona Merchants 
Treherne—Mrs. E. C 
Virden—7th Avenue Stores 
Waskada—A. Dalrymple 
Winkltlo—Krocker Bros., 
Winnipeg—T. Faton Co 
Forsythe & Co., 559 Osborne St. 


Wainwright.- 
Yorkton—Hudson's Bay Co 


Bassano—The McKee St 
A. Macdonald 


1590 Bloor St. 


3513 Dundas St 119-8th Ave, W. 


Miss Ivaphne Nash 
Cardston—Laidlaw's 


Coleman—Red & White Store 
Edgerton—P 
Edmonton—T 
Hanna—Stewart 


Lacombe—F. 


Medicine Hat 


South Edmonton 





Zz 


Fargey & Sons 
BRITISH COLUMBIA 


J. McDermott 


Nanaimo—Maly 


New Westminster 
North Vancouver 
Port Alberni 
Prince Rupert Wallace & Co 


Salmon Arm 


SASKATCHEWAN 


Aneroid—A. T. Forrester 
Arcola—Francis & Co. 
Assiniboia—A. J. Wyman & Co 
Birch Hills—H. A. Wilson 
Broadview—Mr. C. H. Clerkson 


Carlyle—J. F. MacRae 
Carnduff—J. H. Elliott & Co. 
Preston Bros, 

fon—G. T. Kines 
Climax—Climax Trading Co 
Dodsiand—Mr. B. H. Corrigal! 
Domremy—J. E. Ouellet & Co. 


4177 Main St 


Charlottetown 
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NEW BRUNSWICK 


Blacks Harbor — rs Bros 

Campbeilton—Canadian Dept. Stores 

Chipman—\y Lumber ¢ 

Cross Creek— tiur Br 

Doaktown—M. Hl. A g 

East Florenceville The Davis ¢ 

Edmundston—Canad 

Fredericton—R. I 
( adiia Stor L.t 
John J. Weddall & Son 

Grand Falls—lIsaac Dalfen 

Hartland—Ils & | 

Havey Station-—-G. W. ¢ urn & na 

Minto—! H. Swift & Sons 

Moncton—T. | ‘ 

Newcastle—J. I? Creaghan Co., Ltd 

Perth—-R W I i 

Saint John—] \. Dykeman Dept, Store 


{ 





St. Quentin-——Jos. Savoy 

St. Leonard’s—Miss M. A. Gervais 
Sussex—Sussex Mercantile ¢ 
Woodstock—-Miss Laura Balmain 


NOVA SCOTIA 
Ambherst—Canadian Stores, Ltd. 
Antigonish—4, e & Macbonald, Ltd 
Aylestord,—tLouis L. Davidson 
buctouche—Miss Maud Bourque, 

Le Var 
Dartmouth—FEaton Groceterias, Ltd 
Digby—Mrs. B. J. Roop 
Gaysboro—li. & G. Jost, Ltd 
Glace Bay—Canadian Dept. Stores 
Halifax—T. baton Co 
Middleton—lI'red E, Bentley & Co 
New Glasgow—-CGeorge White Book Store 
Canadian Stores td 
North Sydney—lngrs 
New Waterford—ar 
Oxford—Davis & 
Pictou—Margoliar & Co 
Port Hawkesbury—J. J. Bourinot 
Stewiacke—E. IP. Crowe, Ltd. 
Sydney Mines—Canadian Dept, Stores 





Bargain Store 


Dept. Stores 


Sydney—Canadian Dept. Stores 
Truro—C. KE. Bentley & Co 
Canadian Stores, Ltd 


Westville—cC Harris 
Yarmouth—Everybody’s Store 
Canadian Stores, Lid 


QUEBEC 


Asbestos—-J. H. Boudreau 
Beauceville-Est—Mr. Caius Roy 
Beauharnois—J. N. Marchand 
Berthierville—D. Tessier 
Cap de la Madeleine—Mad. Joseph Lapine 
Charny—J. G. Brochu 
Coaticook—Miss CC. BE. O'Neill 
Compton—Melle. FE. Couture 
Coutrecoeur—Mr, A plante 
Cowansville—! A.B ette 
Deschaillons—Normandeau & Carette 
Drummondville—-N. H. Brodeur 
Placid Gossel 
Farnham—T[eor Se. to $1.00 Store 
Granby—(ir to $1.00 Store 
Hemmingford—©. Lacasse 
Hull—J. Pharand 
Joliette—G. C. M. Coutu 








Ma Car ‘ i 
Knowlton—Mrs. © J. Farrell 
L’Assomption—? e & Fils Enre 
L’ Annonciation— \i () Marois 
Labaie du Fevre--Mad Antonia Houle 
Lachine—J A. Bers t 
Lachute— Is a x ) Store 
LU’ Epiphanie—-Monahan & Desjardins 
Louiseville—-J. Il. Langevi 
Magog—Melle. Juliette Gaudreau 
Montreal—-T. Va ( 
Imperial Silks & Woollens, 1272 Mt 
Royal Av 
E. B. Harris Silks & Woollens 
‘07 oS Lawre Blvd 
St. Law e Biva 
C. Legault 7 De Castelman, St. Denis 
Con inity Store, 5624 Monkland Ave 
Marsha Silks, 1195 St. Catherine St 
Mad. Alf 1 Dube 154 St. Hubert 
Mad. A. Lamarche 1879 Gauthier St 
Henry Morgan & Co 
G. A. Langlois, 7568 St. Hubert 
L. Proia, 7124 Drolet St 
People’s Store, 1171 St. Catherine } 
Rar s Bargain Store, 5820 St. Hubert 
lL. Rivet, 3917 St. Catherine E 
Oscar Benoit 930 Ontario 
Rosa Bouchard, 5747 Jeanne D’Are 
P. Bancel & Fils 
D. Serres, 427% St Antoine W 
lL. Trempe, 6207 Monk, Vitle Emard 
Mde. A. Urbain, 4724 Papineau Ave 
Mrs. S. Fry, 4824 Sherbrooke St W 
Jack Evans 768 Sherbrooke Ave. Weat 
Federal $100 Store, St Hubbert St 
J. O Lemieux, 3734 Notre Dame W 
People’s 5 to $1 Store, 1807 Mt. Royal 
m Marchand, 159 Rernard St West 
Rene Lacroix, 5050 Blvd St. Laurent 
Mme 1. A. Laberge. 9671 Notre Dame F 
Maskinonge—Lebr Frére 


Montebello—R © Q nel 

Mont-Joli— Me E. Dupere 

Mont-Laurier, Co. Labelie,—Elie Basinet 
Montmagny—J. A Par 






Pierreville—S ner & Cle 
Pontiao—David Gourd, AMOS Co 
Plessisville—J. A. Savoie. Fils, Enr. 
Quebee—T. D Dubuc, 214-16 St. John 
Adelard Laliberte, 124 Dumcher St 
Me C. Picar 1239 St. Vallier St 
lelesphore ard, 710 St. Vallier St 
J. W. Malouir 6 Victoria St. 


Richmond—Muie. B. Hudon 
Riviere du Loup—Des Croft Stores Ca 


d. E. P 
2 Thivierge 
Scotstown—J. A. Labonne 
Shawinigan Falls—Mr W, A, Matteau, 
I Populaire to $1.00 Store. 
Sherbrooke—Canadia Dept. Stores 
N. Zakaib, 24 King St. EL 
O. Poudrette, 82 Galt 


Mad. George Croteau 
St. Anne De Bellevue—G. Daoust & Co. 
St. Barthelemy—Jos. Mercure 
St. Chrysostome—Mad. ©. Machabee 
St. Gabriel de Brandon, Co. Berthier— 


J. M. Comeau 
St. Hyacinthe--i¢mile LaRoche 
St. Jerome—Mde. Camille Coté 
St. Jean—Masdar (. Lerey 
St. Pacome—-Maid Jean J. Levesque 


*, Reini Co. Na. Pierreville— 
: wallle & Prove al 
Ste. Sophie de Leorard— 





Mad. M. L. Pala 
Ste. Thérése de Blainvilla— 
Mad. A. Lefra is 
Sorel—-E-milien Lachambre 
Three Rivers—Lambert & Cloutier 
Thetford Mines —Kugenie Lemieux, 
9 Notre Dame 
Valleyfield—tLa ¢ pagnie Dion 
Verdun— Dominion ant Stores, Ltd., 
4" 2 Welli gtior 
I> fon Retr 1 tores, Lid 
tt gt Street 
Windsor Mills—Mde Joseph Coté 


HM Morin & Fik 
Yamachiche—J, E. Bellomare 
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CAKES and 
PIES 


Your Family Enjoys! 


OU always want your cakes 

and pies especially good, 
don’t you? Why not try mak- 
ing them with this deliciously- 
fresh coconut—Baker’s. 


You'll be delighted what 
variety and tastiness it adds. 
No trouble, no extra time, 
either—for Baker’s is always 
handy in three favourite 
styles. 

Order Baker’s from your 
grocer today. He has it in tins, 
packages and by the pound. 
Have it ready to make cakes 
and pies doubly tempting. 
Baker’s is made in Canada 


from fresh coconuts. 


COCONUT 
CHOCOLATE CAKE 


2 cups sifted Swans Down Cake Flour, 3 
teaspoons baking powder, '% teaspoon soda, 
% cup butter or other shortening, 1 cup 
sugar, 2 egg yolks, well beaten, 3 squares 
Baker’s Unsweetened Chocolate, melted, % 
cup Baker's Coconut, Southern-Style, 1% 
cups milk, 1 teaspoon vanilla, 2 egg whites, 
stiffly beaten. 

Sift flour once, measure, add baking powder 
and soda and sift together three times. Cream 
butter thoroughly, add sugar gradually, and 
cream together until light and fluffy. Add 
egg yolks, chocolate, and coconut, then flour 
alternately with milk, a small amount at a 
time. Beat after each addition until smooth. 
Add vanilla. Fold in egg whites. Bake in 
two greased 9-inch layer pans in slow oven 
(325°F.) 25 to 30 minutes. Double recipe 
to make three 10-inch layers. When cool, 
spread Coconut Butter Frosting between 
layers and on top of cake, 





Write for free recipe 
book to Consumer 
Service Dept., Gen- 
eral Foods, Limited, 
Cobourg, Ontario. 
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The Magic of 
Santa Claus 
Continued from page 60 


hearts. It was just like waking up from one 
Christmas to another. 

But Santa worked fast once he had saved 
them, for even he was afraid something 
might happen if he didn’t get them on the 
tree in their proper places right away. He 
reflected that sudden magic like that must 
always be quite a shock. 

His fingers twinkled in and out among the 
branches, and he stood back now and then 
to get a better view of the effect. He was 
especially happy, for it had been ages and 
ages since he had found a tree left for him to 
trim-—-and, of course, there is nothing he 
loves so well. 

At last he had it just as he wanted it, and 
he sat down for a minute on the sofa to rest 
and enjoy it. He was having more fun than 
in years, and the joy of seeing the ornaments 
swinging in the firelight as they had so long 
ago, made him wonderfully at home and 
comfortable. 

He stretched out a little and put his head 
on a cushion just to get a sidewise view; and 
what with the dazzle of the firelight and the 
lovely warm room, before he knew it, he had 
closed his eyes. 

The ornaments were so happy that at 
first they could only talk among themselves 
and flirt with the light, but it wasn’t long 
before they noticed that Santa was making 
a very queer sound. It seemed suspiciously 
like snoring. 

“Good gracious,” exclaimed the angel, 
“T believe he’s dropped off to sleep.” 

They looked at each other in alarm, for 
could anything be more serious than Santa 
sound asleep on Christmas morning? 

“It’s almost dawn,” whispered the swan. 
“‘Now what shall we do?”” For some reason 
they all looked enquiringly at the bell. 

He was swaying slowly on the tinsel, 
trying to make himself feel the goodness of 
it all as hard as he could; for he knew by 
this time what he must do. No ornament, 
no matter at what sacrifice, could ever let 
Santa be caught napping if he could prevent 
it. What a disgrace! What a calamity! 

“‘He was tired out saving us,”” sobbed the 
angel. ‘How, oh, how, shall we save him?”’ 

One more fall, one more tinkle, thought 
the bell, and then, perhaps forever, never to 
tinkle again. He swung back and forth with 
the sparkle of the firelight in his face, his 
eyes bent on Santa lovingly, and then, for 
the second time that fateful night, he 
tumbled. 

“Plink, terink, blink, wink—tink!”’ 

Santa opened his eyes and jumped to his 
feet. “Gee up!” he shouted, for the sound 
of the bell must have made him think he 
was driving the sleigh. “Oh, mercy me, 
where am 1?” 

“Clink,”’ called the bell, still falling, 
“gerink!’’ But he landed with a muffled 
though unshattered voice on the rug. 

Santa yawned, smiled and looked at him 
dotingly. “You didn’t think,”” he laughed 
as he picked him up and hung him on the 
tree, “that I’d ever run the risk of letting 
you break yourself again, my boy?” He had 
noticed his surprised and terrified expression. 
“Oh, no!” 

The bell tried to reply but found he was 
quite speechless. 

“Why, what should I do without you, if 
I ever lost the box or fell asleep again?” 

At which the ornaments all swung back 
and forth ecstatically, for they knew that 
now, no matter what happened, they could 
never be tarnished, or forgotten or broken 
any more. 

For, as Santa remarked to himself as he 
took one last look and waved them a happy 
good-by, what is the use of being the greatest 
fairy in the world and making the finest 
magic, if you can’t make it to last for ever 
and ever? 
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Lunch for the modern wife 


What’s the use of fussing with something 
bothersome? Just enjoy Kellogg’s Pep Bran 
Flakes---and a longer afternoon to go places. 


Whole wheat is the natural food for active 
people. Nature has made it a storehouse of 
iron and minerals, of vitamins and proteins. 
All the value of golden-ripe whole wheat is 
waiting for you in Kellogg’s PEP Bran Flakes 
---plus the wonderful flavor and mild regulat- 
ing effects of bran. 


Made by Kellogg in London, Ont. 
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BREAKFAST LUNCHEON OR SUPPER 
Stewed Apricot Celery Soup 
‘Gems a 3 Jellied Vegetable Salad 
Plain Muffins Jam Brown Rolls Stewed Fruit 
Coffee Tea Cocoa 
Frid Fried Oysters 
Cees Tons Sweet Pickles 
Oatmeal Canned Peaches 
Toast Honey Cake 
Coffee Cocoa Tea Cocoa 
Canned Spaghetti 
Bran Flakes Head ero” Bread 
; ea ttuce wit ressing 
— a Baked Apple 
Tea Cocoa 
Hall on Creamed Asparagus on Toast 
Bacon Curls ae > bin T — 
Scram ‘umpkin Tarts 
— Eggs ee Tea Cocoa 





Cream of Tomato Sou 
Cabbage and Peanut Salad 
Canned Raspberries 
Drop Cookies 

Tea Cocoa 


Farina with Chopped Dates 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Cocoa 


Stuffed Egg Salad 


6 Apples cooked in syrup Brown Rolls 





All-Bran Fresh Johnny Cake 
Toast Conserve Maple Syrup 
Coffee Cocoa Tea 
7 ‘ Cold Sliced Veal Loaf 
Tomato Juice Lyonnaise Potatoes 
Rolled Oats Pickles 
Bacon Waldorf Salad 
Toast Marmalade Biscuits 
Coffee Cocoa Tea 
Pea Soup 
8 Prumes with Lemon Soda Biscuits 


Potato Salad with hard cooked 


Eg 
Canned Cherries 
Tea Cocoa 


Corn Flakes 





Scalloped Corn 
Brown Rolls 
Fruit Salad 

Tea 


Codfish Ramekins 
Celery 
Biscuits Jam 
Tea 





Cold Sliced Meats 
Vegetable Salad 
Chocolate Cake 

Marshmallow Frosting 

Tea Cocoa 


Ham Omelet 
French Fried Potatoes 
waited t— 
ip ream 
Tea Cocoa 





Macaroni and Tomatoes 


13 





Stewed Figs Mixed Pickles 
Rice Krispies Half Grapefruit 
Toast Marmalade Nut Cookies 
Coffee Cocoa Tea Cocoa 
; Bean Soup 
14 Orange Sections Toasted Cheese Sandwiches 
Bread and Hot Milk Ice Cream 
Bran Muffins Honey Tea ws 

Coffee Cocoa 








Creamed Chicken and 


15 


Tomato Juice 








Bran Flakes Peas on Toast 
Bacon Toast Banana Sponge 
Coffee Cocoa Tea Cocoa 
(Friday) f 
16 eee Rice Croquetie 
m- | Pear and Cream Cheese Salad 
oftee jelly Nut Bread 
Coffee Cocoa Tea c 


{ oe 














Meals of the Month 


Thirty-one Menus for December 


Compiled by M. Frances Hucks of The Chatelaine Institute Stal. 


A PS GLEE 


DINNER 


Roast Rack of Lamb 

Mint Jelly 
Franconia Potatoes 

Custard Pie 

Coffee Tea 


Spinach 





Baked Salmon Loaf 
; Tomato Sauce 
Boiled Potatces Cole Slaw 
Spanish Cream 
Coffee Tea 





Clear Soup 
Meat Pie 
Baked Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 
Marshmal'ow Sauce 
Coffee Ice Cream Tea 





Conscmme 
Roast Chicken with Dressing 
Mashed Potatoes 


Currant Jelly Creamed Celery | 


Apricot Cream 


Coffee Ice-box Cookies Tea 





Swiss Steak 
Boiled Potatoes Diced Beets 
Cup Cakes 
Foamy Sauce 
Coffee Tea 





Veal Loaf 
Potato au Gratin Peas 
Chocolate Blanc Mange 
Coffee Tea 





‘ Mulligatawny Soup 
Lima Beans Bakd Potatoes 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Shredded Cabbage 
Banana Shortcake 


Coffee Lemon Sauce Tea 





Breaded Pork Chops 
Apple Sauce 
Mas Potatoes 
Canned String Beans 
Sliced Oranges with Cocoanut 
Coffee Cookies Tea 





Steamed Codfish 
Boiled Potatoes Spinach 
Cottage Pudding 
Chocolate Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Hot Baked Ham 
Mustard 
Creamed Potatoes 
Buttered Onions 
Prune Whip 
Coffee Tea 





Vegetable Soup 
Sirloin Steak 





Irish Stew 


anne 
Creamed Carrots 
Head Lettuce Salad 
Baked Date Pudding 
Coffee Tea 





Bouillon 
_ Dressed Spare-ribs 
Riced Potatoes Peas 
Caramel Custard 
Coffee Tea 


Stewed Chicken 
Baked Potatoes Lima Beans 
Boiled Pears with Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 





Liver and Onions 
Mashed Potatoes Squash 
Apple Dumplings 
Lemon Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Cream of Pea Soup 
(Vegetable Plate) 
Baked Stuffed Onions 
Mashed Potatoes Diced Beets 
Raw Carrot Salad 
Pineapple Bavarian Cream 
Coffee ‘ea 


BREAKFAST 
1 7 Raw Apple 


r Broiled Sausages 
Shredded Wheat a — 


Pan-Fried Potatoes 


Raisin Muffins | Jam Toasted Muffins Maple Syrup 
Coffee Cocoa Tea Cocoa 
. a Oyster Stew 
srapes er Se 
French Toast Sal tines 
Bacon Relishes 
Maple Syrup Chocolate Cream Puffs 
offee Cocoa Tea Cocoa 





{| —____— 


Baked Beans 
Celery 


19 


Prunes in Orange Juice 
Puffed Wheat 








Toast Jam Canned Peaches 
Coffee Cocoa Plain Cake 
Tea Cocoa 
20 Cornmeal with Raisins . : 
| : ad E | Shepherd's Pie 
sort — Eggs | Chili Sauce 
| Coffee Cocoa Jellied Prunes 
| Tea Cocoa 
| 91 Bananas 
Guam Aaperet a Gratin 
Toast Jelly . on foast 
f | Gingerbread Hard Sauce 
Coffee Cocoa Tea Cocoa 
29 Baked Apple , : 
Muffets Chicken Salad 
Bacon Toast Hot Biscuits 
Coffee Cocoa Blanc Mange with Jelly 
Tea Cocoa 
| 2 3 (Friday) 


Roman Bical Grilled Sardines 


on Toast 
— — Fruit Cup — 
Coffee OEetve Individual Iced Cakes 
Tea Cocoa 





Pork and Beans 
Mixed Pickles 
Fresh Apple Sauce 
Ginger Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Tomato Juice 
Red River Cereal 
Toast Jam 

Coffee Cocoa 


125 (Sunday) Christmas | Assorted Sandwiches 


Grapefruit and Orange Juice Celery 
| Soft Cooked Eggs Angel Cake with Whipped 
Toast Pineapple Jam Cream : 
| Coffee Cocoa Hot Chocolate 


26 


Sliced Bananas Tuna Fish and Pimento Salad 


Grape-Nuts | Brown Bread Sandwiches 
Graham Gems _ Honey | Pineapple Ice-box Cake 
Coffee Cocoa Cocoa 


ea 


27 


Ramekins of Turkey 


Orange Juice 
Lettuce with Russian Dressing 


Cornmeal Mush 



















LUNCHEON OR SUPPER | 
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DINNER 


Veal Steaks 
Boiled Potatoes Turnips 
Steamed Suet Pudding 
Brown Sugar Sauce 
Coffee Tea 





Roast Beef 
Yorkshire Pudding 
Mashed Potatoes 
{ Brussels Sprouts 
| Rice Alaska 
Coffee Tea 


$$$ 


Broth 
Cold Roast Beef 
Scalloped Potatoes Cabbage 
Apple Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Oe 





Kidney Stew 
Boiled Potatoes Carrots 
Lemon Pie 
Coffee Tea 


LE 
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Za 


eaves 





Roast of Pork 
Apple Rings 
| Franconia Potatoes 
| Creamed Celery 
| Cranberry Betty 


Coffee Tea 





Meat Balls 

Mashed Potatoes Cauliflower 
Steamed Carrot Pudding 

Brown Sugar Sauce 

Coffee Tea 








Finnan Haddie — 
Creamed Potatoes 


Spinach 
Apricot Up-side-down Cake 
Coffee Tea 


Swiss Steak 
Boiled Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 


I 
oe.) 





Walnut Bread Pudding . 
Coffee Tea \ 
Consomme ; (| i 
Lamb Chops 7 ! 


Scalloped Potatoes Peas 
Chocolate Ice Cream 
Cookies 


Coffee 





Tea 
Cranberry Cocktail 
Roast Turkey 
Mashed Potatoes 
Baked Squash 
Tomato Jelly Salad 
Plum Pudding eneey Sauce 
Coffee T 


Olives Pickles } 


Tea 


Noodle Ring with 
Creamed Chipped Beef 














Toast Jam Mince Tarts Hot Canned Asparagus i 
Coffee Cocoa Tea Cocoa Lemon Foam 
Coffee Tea 
———————————_———_] es x ie ae 
28 Stewed Apricots > > Pot Roast of Beef 
Pancakes nay eer Ret Son d Boiled Potatoes 
Maple Syrup oe aia | Mashed Turni 
Coff ee Baked Apples | ‘ ps 
offee Cocoa Tea Cocos | Baked Custard 
| Coffee Tea =~ 
‘ ae ney — ’ 
29 Grapes Cheese Toast Vegetable Soup “ 
7 Oatmeal and Bacon Cold Pot Roast os y 
Toasted Rolls = Jam si a Baked Potatoes Parsnips KN 
Coffee Cocoa Tez ‘Dec anges Deep Apple Pie Tt 
ea rop Cakes Cocoa Coffee rea x) ‘a! 
(Friday) —.., x| jenn a Nef 
30 Apple Sauce Casserole of | rowed s2alt mut . YO 
Rice Krienice erate Creamed Potatoes y 9) 
Poached Eggs Head Lettuce Salad Stewed Tomatoes (Y } 
Toast Junket Jellied Fruits % 4 
Coffee Cocoa Tea Cocoa Custard Sauce & 
Coffee Tea 
31 Stewed Dried Peaches Italian Spaghetti Corned Beef 
Creamed Fish (left over) Stuffed Prune Salad Boiled Potatoes Cabbage 
¥ on Toast _ __ Pecan Roll Grape Tapioca 
Coffee Cocoa ea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
it 
a 
Meals of the Month, as compiled by M. Frances Hucks, Mf 
are a regular feature of the Chatelaine each month. ii 
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Oe the car the veeldampume 


deen motor car is truly a symbol of your taste and standards. 
Own a McLaughlin-Buick Straight Eight —and the whole world 


respects your motor Car choice. 





McLaughlin-Buick’s Body by Fisher stamps it as a car of comfort 
and distinction. 

McLaughlin-Buick’s smooth, powerful, Straight Eight engine im- 
presses you with the difference between McLaughlin-Buick motoring 
and ordinary motoring. 


Sterling quality throughout enables McLaughlin-Buick to give 
thousands of extra miles of fine faithful performance. 


There’s no longer any need to sacrifice McLaughlin-Buick quality 
for price, because there is now a McLaughlin-Buick within reach of 
those many thousands who have long looked forward to owning this 
fine car. Satisfy your own ideals. Own the car the world respects. 
Own a McLaughlin-Buick Straight Eight—winner of more than twice 
the demand of any other eight in its price class. 


THERE ARE 31 FINE McLAUGHLIN-BUICK MODELS TO CHOOSE FROM. 
CONVENIENT MONTHLY PAYMENT TERMS. 


THERE Is A McLAUGHLIN-BUICK DEALER NEAR YOU SERVE YOU 
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CC This Menthl With EJs Adbéertisers »» 


like Alice in Wonderland when she 

was buried under the flying pack of 
cards; only my avalanche has been 
Christmas gift ideas. I come from evening 
hours of stitching and sewing, to editorials, 
articles, illustrations, sketches, and photo- 
graphs—all of Christmas gifts. And as 
I come with final gusto to the exploration 
of our advertising columns, I feel that this 
December issue, 1932, has pretty well 
covered the entire subject. That has been 
our ambition at any rate! 


Fix WEEKS PAST I have felt much 


About the last editorial page I sent 
down, was the human little story of the 
letters children write to Santa Claus 
every one of those cited in Marion 
Douglas’s article is one I have actually 
seen on my desk. Strangely enough, the 
first advertisement I came across was the 
striking presentation of a little girl’s letter 
to Santa, and the little girl herself, in the 
Hoover page. Here’s a particularly attrac- 
tive page, with the charming child in a 
typical pose all mothers know, centred in a 
holly wreath and making an effective 
design on the page. 


But let’s see how Christmas has come 
into some of the other advertising columns. 
There’s an interesting variation in the 
lay-out of three of the famous toiletries. 
Lcok at the Cutex page. Here a single 
holly leaf, some typically Christmas type, a 
tiny vignette of a young couple, and four 
smartly photographed gift ideas against a 
smartly striped background, tells the story 
graphically. Glazo use their “Lucky 
Three” suggestions in large cuts so that 
all details may be seen, and ‘link them 
with a tiny little illustration that attracts 
interest. Elizabeth Arden has a single 
sophisticated grouping of some of her 
famous products, as a direct challenge to 
cur interest. I like the decorative use of 
the candle flames as a stylistic back ground 
for the type in Coty’s ad., and notice 
how the tiniest use of three small holly 
leaves brings the Christmas feeling to the 
Keystone gift suggestions. Such a small 
use, yet it attains the effect. 


There’s particular plaudits this month 
for the brilliant idea used to advertise 
Mossfield blankets—the blank space, 
shaped like the folded blanket, at the foot 
of the crowded Christmas tree, and the 
suggestion to put a Mossfield there. And 
more applause for the beautiful color page 
for Community silver, china and crystal. 
See how the deep blue ground and the 
Christmas stars show up the delicate 
beauty of the silver, and how, small as it 
is, the skilful placing of the crystal and 
china sells the complete service idea. 


ME, there’s an old-fashioned, 
Christmassy feeling of celebration 
about the Swift’s page for Ovenized Pre- 
mium hams. Perhaps it’s the words 
“Holiday Feastings,” linked with the 
brilliant painting of the Christmas ham, 
that make me long to serve one to a 
delighted family, in just the way Swift’s 
have suggested. The page holds a very 
good gift suggestion for these days, too. 


Many people this year, realizing that 
there’s no investment as sound and as 
satistying as that of the home, are planning 


to spend a more comfortable new year by 
bringing some long-wanted new furniture 
into the home. These days, too, one can 
begin to collect fine furniture that will 
last through the years with increasing 
satisfaction so easily. Thus, as Andrew 
Malcolm suggests, one can begin, piece by 
piece, to furnish one of the quaint Colonial 
bedrooms by buying one piece at a time, 
perhaps, for a beloved daughter. Or, as 
the Kroehler ad. shows, individual chairs 
or a new chesterfield suite will bring 
constant pleasure and pride. 


The Taylor Instrument Companies, in 
recommending a unique and very helpful 
gift for any woman—candy and oven 
thermometers, do it by stressing an old 
doubt in the minds of all of us who have 
ever struggled to get fondant to just the 
right texture. ‘‘When it spins a thread, 
it’s done?” Their gift suggestion promises 
to do away with the worrisome doubt. 
There’s another valuable gift for any 
chatelaine, suggested by the Flexible Shaft 
Company in their well-known Mixmaster, 
described in detail in their ad. The Mix- 
master does regular duty in the kitchens 
of Chatelaine Institute. 


As usual, Waterman’s presents a striking 
page, with a skilful arrangement of their 
pens and pencils to make an interesting 
and attractive design. Edison lamps have a 
brief, clever message for Christmas. ‘‘Light 
up—cheer up!” 


URNING for a moment to those 

advertisements which do not make a 
special Christmas presentation, let us give 
full credit to Italian Balm for the lovely 
photograph of an hour-glass held in the 
beautiful fingers of some lucky woman. 
See how directly this picture alone tells its 
story? And I welcome the new copy for 
Bovril, with its pleasant-faced nurse and 
its suggestion through her message that 
Bovril is valuable as a health food. For 
don’t we all retain our childish interest in 
good pictures? 


The powerful simplicity of the beautiful 
woman’s head and shoulders in the page 
for the McLaughlin-Buick Eight, makes 
one of the most striking pages in this issue, 
and again I feel the editorial urge to make 
the lady the heroine of a thrilling love 
story. Oxo, too, has presented an effective 
page. Notice how dominant the small 
word “Oxo”’ becomes when used with 
plenty of white space. With the minimum 
of type, this ad. is a clever arrangement of 
illustration and white space. 


Finally, since this is an advertising 
discussion, I can, with all honesty, kill 
two birds with one stone, by directing 
your attention to Chatelaine’s own page 
ad. for the new low price in Christmas gift 
orders. Thus, with real ingenuity I can 
cover the editorial and advertising interests 
with one blow! 


Pyne lpr oe : 
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CIFTS THAT HAVE DIGNITY —- GIFTS THA VE DAS 


@ em Ontos COMMUNITY LTO 


> 


_ gift of Community Plate is a gift of treasure. Its grace, its glow, stay alight 
through the years. You may choose from six designs of wide appeal — famous 


: 3 ; COMMUNITY PLATE (Designs illustrated, Teaspoons, $3.00. Service for Six, in a Seal- 
designs, superbly executed. You will find a gift on any scale a table service, a tea left to right: Deauville, Lady Hamilton, Brite tarnish-proof chest with De Luxe Stain- 
Noblesse, Grosvenor). Pieces illustrated: Salad less Knives: (Modeled Handle), as low as 
Forks (6), $6.50; Cream Soup Spoons (6), 29.50; (Hollow Handle), $34.00. Service 
Community Plate with Community China in the same design, if you wish to follow $6.75; Orange Spoons (6), $6.00; Pierced for Eight, with De Luxe Stainless Knives: 


. : . . oe . : a ae Pastry Server, $3.50; Butter Spreaders (6), (Modeled Handle), $38.15; (Hollow Handle), 
the newest trend in taste. The harmony is genuinely distinguished. Community offers g/"\” jho4 Sences. $3.90: Fine Clock $44.15... COMMUNITY CHINA: Dinner 


service, a single serving piece—each in a handsome gift box. And you can match 


you gifts of distinction and charm — wherever fine Silver is sold. Teaspoons (6), $3.00; Small Server, $1.75: Six Plates (6), $7.00; other pieces in proportion. 


COMMUNITY PLATE 





